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EPISTLE DEDICATORY 


To the HonouRABLE the 


Lady CAROLINE — 


MADAM, 


graciouſly receiv'd --- Since Trifies have 
been thus fortunate, I flatter myſelf that 
. A 2 the 
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* 51 * 2 4 We» * 
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ix Erierit Dingearons. 


the 1 Sheet will meet with no leſs 
| Joe from your. Ladyſbip — Too 
it is, that the preſent Age has been fruit- 
re M. ;[cellanies and I wiſh it was leſs 
tue, that even the beſt Colleclions of them 
(Wo handed to us by the brighteſt its of 


zur Family) are not without ſome Impuri- 


ties, which make them very unfit C ompa- 


nions for Youth, whoſe Annſements ought 
to be ſeaſon d with * and Good- 


N. annere. 


"Tis Pity any thing ſhou'd approach a 
Lady of your tender Age, t that is not, like 
 gourſelf, delicate, and at the ſame time, 
perfedtly Innocent --- T bat while it enter- 


tains the een, it may not infuſe a 
ſubtle 


* 2 a n oY * 
n 1 e 3 7 


en Daproaropr, hs * 
ſubtle Poiſon into the Heart — That your 
growing Mind, like your Perſon, may be | 
without Fault. "Tis this, only, that can 
give your other Per feftions their due Value, 
by making you all Amiable and Lovely — 
Vain, alaſs! will be your Ladyſhip' 8 nut, 


Senſe, and Beauty, without their genuine, 
and only Supports — Virtue, and Honour! 


Twas this Train of Reflection that de- 


termin d me to throw the following Pieces 


at your Ladyſhip's Feet ; and - if any thing 
cou d rell a Heart dead to all Y. anity — 
how proud ſhou'd 1 be, hereafter, to ſee 

| Scribble's M. ;ſcellani es rank'd in your Lady- 
ſhip's Library with thoſe of Dryden and 
Pope. 


A2 © "IO 


vi ErIs TIE DEDICATORY. 


To open a W ork dedicated to your La- 
dyſhip with a Poem that attacks Beauty in 
ſo rude a manner, may be deem'd an un- 
pardonable Iinpropriety: All I have to fay 
is — the Collection was finiſh'd before I 
made the Diſcovery, and had given me ſo 

much Youble, that I even dreaded the lit- 
tle that was requiſite to alter my Method. 
However, the very Title of the Poem ſaves 
any further Apolog y --: Twas written in a 
Fit of the Sper, which diſcolours all Ob- 
jects, and makes the brighteſt look dark and 
diſmal --- Under ſuch unhappy Circum- 
ances, we quarrel even with our Fav 7:te 


Selves, and, (as Mr. Addiſon, our * lifh 


Virgil, expreſſes it,) 


The 3 and the Sun grow painful to Us. 
That 


EeisTLE Depicatory, vii 


That there might be ſemething to pleaſe 
every body, (ſuch, at leaſt, as haye a Right 
to be pleas d) J have made bold to intro- 
duce a few Latin Compoſitions, which your 
Ladyſhip will naturally think might as 
well as have been ſpared ; but ſome of our 
Sex are of fo exalted a Taſte as to think that 
Nit and Senſe loſe much of their Beauty 
by being diſguiſed in a Modern Dreſs — — 
I have therefore paid a due Regard to their 
Delicacy by complimenting them with 
Both deck'd in the Old Roman Habit. 


In a Word --- ſuch as it is, it claims 
your Ladyſhip's Patronage. Thoſe happy 


Preſages of every Female Excellence which 
A 4 charm 


1 


mu 


4 
wt 
: 


vox 


viii EP ISsTLE DWDICATORx. 


charm All who have the Honour to ap- 


pProach you, cou'd not but make me ambi- 

tious of recommending this Offspring of 
the Muſes to your Ladyſhip's Protection, 
who will, one * be their moſt darling 
Theme. 


5 is to excuſe the Freedom of this All. 
_ dreſs, and permit me to /ub/cribe _— 
with all 228 label, 


2 our Lande * 


M. of Obedient, 
Moſt Humble, and 
Moft Devoted Servant, 


TiMoTHY SCRIBBLE. x 


P R E F A CE. 


HE Publiſher of the following 

M Milcellanies, conſſing chiefly of 
Ori oinal Pieces, is in no great Pain about 
the Reception they may meet with; nor, in- 

deed, can any Man be fo, who publiſhes 

neither for Money, nor Fame. He can 

have 710 Pretence zo the Latter, who is chiefly 

the humble Compiler of other Men's La- 

bours 


x The PREFA C E. 


* bours — or, . f you pleaſe,) a Maſter of the 


Ceremonies --- whoſe Merit it is to intro- 


duce better Company 20 you than his Own. 


And yet even This done with proper Ad- 
dreſs, is commendable, and ought to have 


its Reward. Some Praiſe is due to the Ho- 
neſt Induſtry of u Merchant, who imports 


Gums and Spices from the Indies, which 
Nature has, too partial „denied 70 his 
own Country, tho" we cannot extol his Wit, 
or - his 1 

I had once Thoughts of 3 this 
Work by way of Subſcription ; but I choſe 
rather to exert a little Publick Spirit, by 


Printing it at my own Expence, than to uſe 


a Method render d ſo infamous by ſome 


Modern Practitioners. 


* . The 


The PR N ACE. «xi 


The Inquiſitive will be frangely put to 
| ir, to find out who this Tim. Scribble 7s — 
| whilſt I have the Pleaſure of hugging myſelf 
in Obſcurity, and mortiſying their Curioſi- 
ty by remaining a ber fect Riddle --- nay, 
perhaps, 1 ſhall be the more reſpected on 

that very Account --- At leaſt, I ſhall re- 
move all ground for Prejudice --- no one's 
Friendly Partiality can make me Vain — no 
one's perſonal Spleen can be gratified at my 
Expence - /o that, after a fair Hearing, 
Y ſhall be acquitted, or condemn'd, by zhe 
Voice of my Country -- that darling Prero- 
gative of all true born Engliſhmen | 

In vain will be the Endeavour 70 trace me 
out by my Family, which is infinitely more 


numerous than any among. ſt the Sons of A- 
= * 


=. The PREFACE. 


dam, Innumerable are the Sprouts from 


or Tlluftrious Stock. If ſome having 
more Zeal than Knowledge, and Wit 


than Diſcretion, have loft their Ears on a 


Pillory; others, 7hro' all Apes, have re- 
zriev'd the Honour of our Family by exer- 
ci fing the 2 Offices in the State. One 
Branch of it, within theſe few Years, has 
diſtinguiſh'd 7z/elf from all the Reſt, but 
thro an idle Quarrel that happen d berween 
us, they have endeavour” d to dif guiſe zheir Re- 
lation 4 Latinizing their Name into Scrib- 
blerus -- In plain Engliſh -- Scribbler — or 
Scribble. I had Vanity enough, one whi le 
to entertain T houghts of af uming the fame 
Appellation »y/elf ; but as Man has 710 
* to be aſham' d Y his nn becauſe 


there 


od. 
— — 
. 1 


* Alluding to the Duneiad. 


The PREFACE. xu 


there have been ſome Knaves and Dunces in 
it, {a Misfortune common to all Families) and 
T abhor the --Imitatores ſervum Pecus -- I 
choſe 70 retain my proper, tho humbler Stile 
of — Ti im. Scribble. 

But to ſay a Word of bb following Col- 
lets I: con ſiſts chiefly of Original Pieces 
-- many of them (and thoſe, I fear, the 
worlt) are the Editor's own — ſome never 2 
much as handed about in Manuſcript — few 
ever committed to the Preſs before — Thoſe 
which have been 2 are written with ſo much 


Spirit, and by ſuch eminent Hands, that tis 


| pity : hey ſhou'd fly about the World in looſe 


Papers, or be contin'd to the ſcanty Limits 
of any one Miſcellany, The ſeveral Para- 
phraſes of Phædrus, and all the Fables (ex- 
* the three F 2 are Brats of Mine -- 
H has 


xv The PREFACE. 


| | What Figure they may make before Strangers, 
I know not : Like other fond Parents, I was 
tempted to think favourably of em Myſelf, 
and to bring them into Company, tho per- 
haps, it had been more prudent to have kept | 
them at Home. | | 


U, 4 the whole Mat atter -- ſuch as theſe 
Shear? are, they are likel ly, for the moſt part, 


to have the Grace of Novelty 20 recommend 
them, which goes a great way in this Idle, 
Deſultory Age. In a Word — the Grave nn 
will find ſomething to ſooth their wiſe Spleen, 
and Thoſe who are diſpoſed to be innocently 

| Merry, az no great Expence, may pick up 


enough, here and there, to make them laugh. 
A for the Libertine, I wou'd adviſe him to 
keep his Money in his Pocket, for he will be 


The PREFACE xv 


| much diſappointed, :/ he expects to meet with 
| zhe leaft Obſcenity, or Profanenẽſs. 

And now I might proceed 10 ſay as my 

Betters have done before me that theſe 

Poems &c. had never ſeen theLight inthis 

« Dreſs, had I not :hought the beſt Method I 

c cou'd take for juſtifying myſelf,by whom ma- 

ny of them were compos'd, wor be to pub- 

« J;ſþ whatever looſe Papers I have formerly 

e written ; 207 only ſuch as havealready ſtolen 

« into the World (very much to my Regret, 

ce and perhaps, very little to my Credit) but 

. ſuch as in any Probability, hereafter may 
run the ſame Fate; having been obtain'd 
Fromme by the Importunity of F riends, She” 

| Inſtead f This -- 7 ſhall follow a more noble 


x and i ingenuous Pattern, ( as far as I am able,) 


and 


— 


— 


2 


* See Preface to Swifts Miſcellanies. 
I 
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x The PREFACE. 
and mate the ſame Apology Lord * Shaftſ- 
bury did for publiſhing his Advices to 
an Author, vis. © that the I firſt 
« collected Theſe for Sel f-Entertainment, 
« 7 thought it requifite that my Friends 
« who peruſe them, ſhou'd read them in better 
Characters than thoſe of my own Hand- 
« writing -- and if they be worth any Body s 


« purchaſing; much good may el do the 
2 * Purchaſer,” 


C + See Onde. Vol. 1. P. 305. 
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A FIT of the SPLEEN. 
| 1 Imitation of SHAKESPEAR. 
g AREVELL vain Jerld! and Thou it vaineſt 


| 825 Part, 
O lovely Woman ! form'd for Man's Deſtruttion ! 
Beauty, like Night-ſhade to the teeming Wife, 


If ſeen, gives Wiſhes, reſtleſs, endleſs Longings — 


I taſted, Death — too hard Decree of Fate, 
| That Life muſt be a Burthen, or muſt end. 


Vor. 1 | A B Farewell 


2 The PokTICAL MisCELLANY. 
Farewell vain World ! Dwelling of Tl and Fears! 
Full of fond Hopes —falſe Foys and fad Repentance — 
For tho', ſometimes, warm Fancy lights a Fire 
That mounting upwards, darts its pointed Head 


Up thro' the unoppoſing Air to Heaven; "= 
Yet then comes Thought—cold Conſideration — 11 


Lame After-thought, with endleſs Scruples frau ght, 
Benumb d with Fears to damp the wy Blaze. 


Farewell vain World! yet, ere I die, I'll find 
Contentment's Seat, unknown to Guilt and Sorrow ; 
Haſte then, for nimble Death purſues me cloſe; 

' Methinks J hear his Steps, tho' trod in Air — 
My flutt'ring Soul ſeems like a Bird entrapt, 
That beats its Wings againſt the Priſon Walls, 
And fain wou'd be at Liberty again. 


—_- 


Ott has the Death-watch, with ill boding beats, 
Forewarn'd me that my Time wou'd ſoon expire, 
And that Lyfe's Thread, ne'er to be wound up more, 
Wou'd by the Spring of Fate be quickly drawn 

To 


= 


The PotTical MiscxLLANY. 3 


To its full tretch — Haſte then, and let me find 


Some Shelter, that may ſhut out Noiſe and Light, 


Save one dim Taper, whoſe neglected Snuff, 
Grown higher than the Flame, ſhall with its Bulk 
Almoſt extinguiſh it. No Noiſe be there 

But that-of Water, ever Friend to Thought. 


Hail gloomy Shade ! th* Abode of Modeſty ; 


Void of Deceit ; noglitt'ring Objects here 


Dazzle the Eyes. And Thou delightful Silence! 


Silence — the great Divinity's Diſcourſe =—n 


The Angel's Language — and the Hermit's Pride 5 
The Sleep of waking Wiſdom — and its Food, 


In Thee Philoſophers have juſtly plac'd 


The Soverei gu Good, free from the broken Vous, 
The Calumnies, Reproaches, and the Lies 


Of wh ich the ui,, babbling Warld complains, 
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4 The Por TICATL MISCELLANY. 


On ETERNIT v. 


Wen eee n 


E ASE, ceaſe, aſpiring Soul, ceaſe to extend 
Thy feeble Y7ews to Things that have no End; 
Eternity's a Sea, that knows no Shore ; 


A Depth, that Reaſon' s Line can ne'er explore ; 


Nor Days, nor Months, nor Nears her Age encreaſe, 
No Y erday ſhe knows —no Morrow ſees. 


Deſcend to Time $ weak 2 behold 


How Things were form'd at firſt in Nature's Mould; 


How at the Fiat, Giant like, the Sun 


Broke from the Goal, his deſtin'd Courſe to run; 


Or yet deſcend to Nothing's ancient Reign, 
Thou'lt find that ſomething further does remain. 


Thus the ſmooth gliding Thames in filence flows, 
Whilſt with his Journey till his Chanel grows; 
With Eaſe the wanton Eye can traverſe o'er 


His wid'ning Flood, and ſkip from Shore to Shore; 


Till 
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The Pak rTICAL MisCELLANY. 5 


Till at the laſt, with tributary Waves 

= Swelling, o'er all his Subject Banks he raves; 
No ſpread: himſelf into a vaſt Immenſe, 

And with a boundleſs Waſte confounds the Senſe. 


Nor will t avail to ſend thy dazzled Eye 

F 1 Thro' the dark Regions of Futurity 1 

See Elements embroil'd — fee Virgil's Trey — 

| 4 3 The /aftof Things — the fatal Flames deſtroy -— 
= Zras to Aras — Time to Time annex 
Till nameleſs Numbers thy ſick Brain perplex 
With their extended Train, yet ſtill thou'lt find 
A vaſt unbounded Series left behind. 


ET ae 7. vn th 
PT 
Y 3 5 ve, Woh 
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So have I often ſeen fond Children try 
From yonder Hill to touch th'expanded Sky ; 
Thither they haſten — but, with ſad Surprize, 
Still ſee the arched Roof above them riſe; 
Again they take their Courſe with eager Pace; 
Again the Phantom flies their vain Embrace, 


> 1 _—_ 
"© PIES 
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6 The PortTicat MISCELLANY. 


Seh es DS 
Gnos' * PARROT. 


E A R feather'd Cupid, pratling Thing, 
Happier than the happieſt King HT? 
Thy Form, ſweet Bird, who wou'd not wear, 
Thus to attend and pleaſe the Fair. 3 
Were Ia mighty thund'ring Jove, = 
No Swan ſhou'd cer diſguiſe my Love; 
Deck'd in thy Plumes my Fate I'd try, 
And dare my Charmer Cruelty. E 
What's filly Man compar d to 7, bee, - 
What's his dull Rationality? 
A reas' ning Lect here I ſit, 
For nought but ſolid Senſe I'm fit, 
While pretty Polis a perfect Mit. 


But ſince I can't my Lot forego, 
Since I can't be that happy Thou --- 
Tell my Che all my Anguiſh, 
How I bẽ˖ — and how I anguiſh === 


* 
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The POETICAL MisCELLANY. 7 


© Tell her to pity all my Pain, 


And tell for Thou tell'ſt nought in vain —- 
Tell her that /be muſt love again. 


Hut ſhou'd /he ſtill reject my Vows, 


Still ſhou'd /be call them empty Shows, 
Deſp' rate I'll then diſdain to live, 
And what Life cannot -— Death ſhall give. 
Thy Green my widow'd Soul ſhall wear, 
A Fav'rite Parrot I'll appear, 1 
And Chle's Frowns no longer fear. 
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8 The PozTICAL MiSscELLANx. 


R 


From ANACREON. 


A V*% * 


8 Yeſterday, * on Love, 

For Chloe I a Garland wove; 
Who, midſt the Roſes, ſhou'd I find, 

But Him who always hits, tho' blind; 

I took by 's Wings the little God, 

And (what you'll think extremely odd) 

I /queez'd him ſtraight into my Cup, 

Drank Chloe's Health — and n him up. 


Hence tis his tickling Plume I feel ; 
Hence 'tis the Knave hes 4 never ſtill; 
Ne'er ſince that Hour the Rogue wad part, 
But Abe, and urn round my Heart. 


11 
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The POETICAL MISCELLANY. 


An ODE. 


I. 


Fro Morrow I ſhall ſee the Fair, 
When will to Morrow come? 


Muſt I the lazy Motion wait 


Of that ſlow Pendulum? 
= II. 
Hours, Minutes, Seconds ſlowly pals, 
The Sun a loiterer ſeems, 
He curbs his fiery Courſers ſure ; 
Grown /aviſh of his Beams. 
III. 


Swift as my Wiſdes ſpeed thy Flight 


With unexpected Morn; 
The Weſtern Hemiſphere ſurprize, 


Ihen quickly back return. 


9 
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10 The PotTiCar MISscELLAN v. 


IV. 
If buſy Mortals ſhou'd complain, 
Thy Race ſo ſwiftly run, 
Give them (when I am bleſt with her) w 
Two Days inſtead of One. A 4 


V. 
Nor is it new the Boon I | ask; 
You granted it to ove, ; 
When one NV. ght, ſure, had been enough 
For more than Mortdl Love. 


SEEDED: 


| On a Lap with a fine Shape, but homely 


Face. 
| 7 ELINDAs Shape, | exact in ev'ry Part, 
I late beheld — and nigh had loſt my Heart. 
Love ſmil'd - nor wou'd my Pain ſhou'd long endure, 
| Her Face diſclos'd, afforded inſtant Cure. 


So 


The PoETICAL MISCELLANY, II 


1 So when from far old Athos we deſcry, 

3 FI Extreams of Nature ſtrike the doubtful Eye; 
FX | The verdant Landſerp charms the View below, 

| While endleſs Froftdeforms its haggard Brow. 


HYMN z VENUS. 
In Imitation of HoRAce, Lib. 1. Ode 30. 


NIDIAN Goadeſs, Paphian Queen, 
Forbear in Cyprus to be ſeen; 


| Haſten to us who Thee invoke, 


Behold thy flaming Altar ſmoke ; 
So neat, ſo pleaſant is the Dome, 
I vow, you'll think yourſelf at home. 


The glowing Boy, and Graces too, 

Whoſe wanton Garments looſely flow; 

The Nymphs ſo blith, the Nympbs, I prithee, 
Good Venus] let the Nymphs come with Thee 
Bring Youth, inſi pid without Thee, 

And laſt of all --- Friend Mercury, 


7 


- 


.. ec | 


An EriSTLE from W. 8. Err at : Welchpool 


in M lontgomeryſhire zo his Lady. Anno 
* | | 


HE Health, my gentle Love thou oav'ſt to me, 
From Cambrian Climes, the Fug returns to 

| Thee; 

| Haply this Verſe may much thy . move, 
Verſe unprovok d by Rill, or ſhady Grove; 

Yet neither Rill nor Shade, nor Spring ſo clear, 

The Myſes conſtant Haunts are wanting here. 

Such is the Seat that \ TOTES owns for Lord, 

Such Views does Art with Nature join'd afford; 

Tho' long eſtrang'd, the Muſe once more returns, 

And my whole Soul with ſacred Rapture burns, 


Lo! here the Scenes around delightful riſe, 


* Image fills my Breaſt, and they my Hes; 
| Such 


© 
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Such is the Spot as the Idahan Grove, 

Alone created for the Scene of Love; 

The beauteous Spot by Hills ſurrounded lies, 
That ſeem to bear aloft the diſtant ies; 

4 Theſe bar the Entrance of the ruder Winds, 

The gentle Breeze, alone, a Paſſage finds, 

Whoſe Breath can only raiſe the kindled Fire, 

And fan the Flamethy deareſt Eyes inſpire. 

On the proud Summit of a lofty Rock, 

Too fixt for all but Nature's lateſt-Shock, 

The ſpacious Dome with lordly Apes ſtands, 

Like George, deſign'd to grace what it commands; 
To whoſe firm Baſe, but far beneath, ariſe 

Here thickeſt Glades; there Gardens meet the Eyes; 
The Planter's here; there ſhines the Sculptor's Hand; 
And manly Forms in breathing Marble ſtand. 


But chief my Muſe the watry Stores delight, 
That ſtrive to emulate the Mountain's height ; 
Ruſh fiercely forth then ſpring aloft in val — 

The Stream diſpers'd in Tears deſcends again, - 


High 
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High on the Mount a Grott confines the View, 
Tn Bedeck'd with Shells of many a lovely hue ; 9 

Th' imperial Court of Nereus can diſcloſe 

Not more, nor of more various Forms than Thoſe, 

When to the wide-extended Oceans King i 5 

The Sea · born Traintheir ample Tribute bring. 

But Thou, whoe'er, that tread'ſt the ſpecious Ground, 7 

Beware the Guile too near Approach has found; 

The curious Gueſt here enters bold, nor dreams 

Of upper —nether -— and ſurrounding Streams. 


A thouſand Springs around, beneath, above, 
Break forth, amain, throughout'the wide Alcove. 
With awkward Fear he frisks the Streams among, 
And endleſs Laughter ſhakes th attending Throng. 


. 


Say Muſe, the Pile where plac'd in meet Array 
The Czſar*s Line their Godlike Forms diſplay; 
Egregious Work ! in poliſh'd Marble ſhine | 
The Julian Race, and ſpeak their Source divine. 


But lol the God of J. erſe bids here forbear, I 


Th' obedient Nymph, obſervant, bends her Ear, 
4 >. . And 
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1 And griev'd ſhe drops the yet unfiniſh'd Theme, 


# | Nor can commend -— whom yet ſhe may efteem —— 


0 Ps, potent Lord of wide Domains ! 
0 cou'dſt thou eau whom black Rebellion ſtains! 
; by Nor thou, miſtaken Worth! ſtill refuſe 
The faithful Counſel of an adverſe Muſe ; 


vet furn — and view no more with envious Pain 


A The Sweets of Liberty — and George's Reign 


Haſte to his Court whom Heav'n does hourly own, 


And guards with Arms outſtretch'd his awful Throne; 


There haſte to ſhine in Y7rtue's proper Sphere, 
Nor blend thy Worth with ragged T; raytors here ; 
O quit this faireſt Spot of Cambrian Ground, 


2 Which endleſs T; rafts' of haggard Rocks ſurround. 
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PRING vex'd to ſee by one Night's Froft, 
The Joi of many Days was %%; 

His Flowers were kill'd, his Buds were nipp'd, 

His Gardens and his Groves were ſtripp'd ; 

Addreſſes his Complaint and Prayer 


To the bright Ruler of the Near. 
 Phebus, crys he, with all my Heart 


Let ev'ry Seaſon take its Part ; 

To lazy Winter over-kind, 

Out of Twelve Months you've Three ey d; 
And yet to me you gave no more; 

Whoſe Taſe is heavieſt of the Fur; 

Then pray confine him to his Bounds, 

And let him not thus ſpoil my Grounds ; 

But Pbæbus paid him ſimall Regard, 

He own'd, indeed, his Caſe was hard ; 

He 


f 5 
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; He talk'd of Fare that rules the Skies ; 

4 Bid him be patient -— and be 401ſe - 

| And not with Frowns his Features ſpoil, 

| But ſtraight reſume his wonted To ; 

| Beſtir his Stumps, and ſoon he'd mend it, 
[1 © His Work wou'd ſpeed, if he'd attend it. 
4 Spring, who ſuch Uſage ne'er expected, 

1 | i Not brooking to be thus neglected, 

3 Forfakes the Earth, and with ſwiſt Pace, 
Fled to Clariſſa's youthful Face; 

4 4 From Blights and Froſts ſecure, now there 
He /oiles, and bloſſoms all the Year. 


2 | 
= 
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38 The PotTical MiscElLAaNY, 


Buczanans ODE o CamMiLlLa 


MoRELLIA. 


Initated, and inſcribd to Lady 8 0 

ELINDA s dearer than my ſelf, 4 4 
Or what I value more; _ 

Her Parents, and her Country's Pride, 
The. 140 I adore. | 


II. 
If then the Graces love thee not, 
Tl ſwear they have no Grace; 
If Wiſdom' s ſelf admire thee not, 
Then Wiſtdom's ſelf s an ſs. 
III. 
What --- not a V. irgin who as yet 
Scarce ripe for Hymen's Joys, 
Minerva's utmoſt Arts exceeds, 
And bears away the Prize. 
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© 
A Virgin, who with greater Skill 
4 Than Phoebus tunes the Lyre ; 
5 . | Outſings the Muſes, and excels 
7 4 Each Grace, in Wit and Fire. 


* 
Theſe Fruits, great I ought the Plant 
Sprung from thy Stocł, to bear; 
That grew beneath thy kindly Shade, 
And fouriſtd by thy Care. 


SSS sss 
To the ſame. 
I. 
HEN Nature's Works, with ſtudious Bye, 
The buſy Mind explores, 


It traces perfect Harmony, 
Exerting all it's Powers. N 
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1 II. 
In vain — for in th' Eternal Mind 
The bright Idea reigns, 
And what it is — or how defin'd -—- 
Exceeds our utmoſt Pains. 


III. 
Wearied and ſpent i' ch fruitleſs Search, 
Our baffled Skill we own, 
The Phantom flies our fond Embrace, 
Her Footſteps only known. 
D 
But ſee —- indulgent to thy Prayer, 
Kind Heav'r at laſt relents, 
And'in Selinda, Virgin fair, 
The Oꝶject repreſents. | 
| - v. 
Tranſcrib'd in her, ſweet Harmony 
Apparent meets thy Eyes, 
And what cou'd only fancied be, 
'Thy ev'ry Senſe employs. 
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= 
Confeſsd it dwells in ev'ry Grace, 
Does ev'ry Air inſpire. 
” It breatbes u pon her melting Voice, 
5 FA And trembles on her Tyre. 8 
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abe Author of a Poem on Miſs H 
= face Counteſs of P—e. 


I, 
"HOE'ER thou art, whoſe daring Muſe 
By H---'s reſiſtleſs Merit fir d, 
Her for thy deathleſs Theme did chooſe ; - 
With a Poetic Warmth infpir'd ; 
Let her be ſtill the Subje&? of thy Lays, 
For Worth like her's alone deſeryes ſuch Praiſe. 
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IT. 
Yet while thy Saul, intent upon her Worth, 
Wou'd pay it the Applauſe we've ow'd ſo long, 


Will it not give the Monſter Envy birth, 
And blaſt the juſt. Endeavour of thy Song? 


Thy Song her other Charms may ſafely grace, 
But dwell not on the Beauties of her Face. 


III. 
Her Beauty does not want the Aid of Verſe; | 
To prove it's Force ſhe need but to appear, 
And while with Rapture you her Charms rehearſe, 
You tempt too much the Hatred of the Fair. 
To praiſe her Virtues they will all agree, 
And theſe will int endleſs T. hemes for xr Thee, 


5 9 

Tell the Unthinking who in Beauty vie; 

Who place their little Pride in being Fair; 
The ſhowy Boſom -— or the ſparkling Eye 

| 7 Charms are not, alone, the Poets Care; 
T hat 
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That there are others boaſt as great a Claim, 
And that as much Immortalize the Name. 385 


V. 
Then ſing of E and let thy Song contain 
3 A juſt Applauſe firſt to her Wit and Senſe --- 
; Þ Blind to ſuch Beauty as might make her vain, 
In Virtue's Cauſe ſevere without Ofence: 
Then dare a Daughter's Duty to commend, 
| Then praiſe her as a Siſter and a Friend,  - 
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S 


See 


Occaſion d by a Copy of Verſes being left 
upon the Author's Table. 


F Evil Sprites when they forſake 

Bs wel Their Haunts, (as Sages think,) 
Do never fail to leave behind ; 
A Curſe -— they call a — fink. 


Some Good — ſome Guardian-Angel thau —= 
Haſt graciouſly thought fit, 

Content and pleas'd with thy bode, 

To bleſs it with your I it. 3 
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H ILE J. my Friend indulge the rural Scene, 
And find my wiſh'd-for Eaſe return'd again; 
Reproach me not; nor think I waſte away 
In painful Ina&ivity the Day; ; 

Tho! nor the feather'd, nor the ſavage Race 
Avoid my Aim, or Ardbur in the Chace; 
The ſacred Muſe employs my Soul and Eyes, 
With the grave Precepts of the truly ue; 

Theſe Joys ſerene, and unallay'd impart, 

Þ And charm my Fancy, while they mend my Heart: 

1 Mean while the Queer of C:tres thee detains, 

1 Where Europe's Arbiter in Splendor reigns; 

Thee ſhe detains, reſpected by the Great, 

Anxi ous and watchful for the Britiſh State. 

And yet the verdant Scenes thy Thoughts engage, . 


Retreat reſerv d for honourable Age; 
Methinks 
3 
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Methinks, ſometimes, I hear you fol A 
With friendly Ervy at what I enjoy; 
What oft I've heard you 2705 revolve alone _ 


And curſe the Throng : and Hurry of the Town; - 
Methinks, J hear the Language of thy Heart, 


Panting for Reft --- and what no Courts impart -—-. 

You ſeem to ſay — when yet ſhall I be free? 

Happy, thrice happy Friend ! and think on Me; 1 

But oh! forbear a while, and deign t' attend 43 
Th' officious Conſe! of thy meaneſt Friend, 3 

With ſtubborn Patience arm d, thy Lot ſuſtain, 

The only Remedy for certain Pain: 5 

Think how the Gods divide our mortal cares, 

Each, fitted to his Strength, his Burthen bears; 

Who turns the Glebe, or tends the grazing Herd, 

To Cares of State unaptly is preferr'd; 

The equal Deity with forming Hand, 

Some fits t obey — and others to Command; 

Some take the venerable 7. emple's Care, 

| Some ſhine in Courts, while others grace the Bar; 

One 
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one to get Wealth his grov'ling Mind applies, 
© Thro' ſtormy Seas, and under diſtant Skies; 
All theſe are /ef#/ in their proper Arts — 


The Idole wou'd ſuffer, ſhou'd they change their 


Laan 
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In Thee, Britannia's Guardian Aid muſt find, 


3 i Help from thy honeſt Heart, and pregnant Mind: 
; Her high Concerns are truſted to thy Breaſt, | 

4 ; And Thou muſt wake — to give thy Country reſt: 

| ; Theſe are the Arts the Gods to thee have giv'n, 
buch is the Care aflign'd to thee by Heav'n : 
The noble 7. aſe ſhou'd ſwell thy Heart with Toy; 
Happy the Man whom GEORGE does thus employ / 


Thus judge — and Jong no more for my Receſs, 
Haply miſtaben, if thou think'ſt it Eaſe : 
Feels he no Toil, who Day and Night explores, 
Intent on learning Viſdom's hidden Stores? 
Explores with Labour — yet, perhaps, in vain -— 
And runs the Courſe -— forbidden to obtain ? 
Hard 


— 
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Hard is the 74. yet never can be th1ne, 

No need for tber to dig in Wiſadom's Mine; 

What I, to compaſs, fruitleſs Tor] have us'd, 8. 
By a rare Gift was with thy Soul infuſed; ;, 


Which at firſt Manhood full advances made, : | ; 


And, /elf-inform'd, ask d no external Aid. 1 
On M. % Rr having the Tooth-ach. 
LY hence - far hence —- diſtracting Pain? 
Eliza's Beauty ſpare ; Wis 
Let ugly Vice of thee complain, 


Not Innocence ſo fair. 


II. 
So rude a Foe ſo ſoft a Frame 
| Unable is tendurez 
O let nie ſuffer all thy Rage, 
If that may be her Cure. 


III. 
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| -- + BK 
I have a Heart that well cou'd bear 
- | The utmoſt thou canſt do; 
7 ; , In her the ſlighteſt Anguiſb proves 
| 5 Intolerable Moe. 
: 1 IV. 
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Inſulting Tyrant ! This you knew, 
And thus you ſhew'd your Art, 
There was no other way to wound 


My ſympathizing Heart. 


= The ChARACTER of an HontsT Man. 


OR High Church, nor Low Church, nor Tory, 
3 nor Whig, 
; 1 Nor flutt'ring young Coxcomb, nor formal Old Prig; 
4 I can laugh ata Jef, if not told out of Time, 
And excuſe a Mz/iake, but not flatter a Crime: 
16 Unbiaſs d, I view Things around as they paſs, 
Nor ſquint at the Great thro' a blackening Glaſs : 
| The 
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The Faults of my Friends I'd ſcorn to expoſe; © 
And deteft private Scandal, tho caſt on my Fees : - 
I put zone to the Bluſh upon any Pretence, 
For Immodeſty ſhocks both Good-manners and Senſe: * 
No Man's Perſon J hate, tho his Conduct: Blame, 3 4 
I can cenſure a Crime, without naming a Name : 1 7 
To amend, not expoſe, is the Turn of my Mina, 
For Reproof muſt be loſt, if Ii Nature be join'd 7 
| When Merit appears, tho' in Rags I reſpect it, - 1 
And will plead Virtue's Cauſe, tho' the World ſthou'd L . 
rejed it. = 


Cool Reaſon I bow to, where-ever 'tis found, | 


And rejoice when true Learning with Honour is 4 
. crown'd, | 
No Party I ſerve — in no Juarrel J join — 
Nor damn the Opinion that differs from mine. 
No Corruption T ſcreen, tho' no Treaſon Jing: , 
I'm a Friend to my Country, yet true to my King. 72 
5 
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. SAY, dear Lælius ! can that Perſon pleaſe, 

1 ; 7 Who calls you from your own to Thoughts like 
7 T beſe? 

4 1 Say — can your Love o' erlook the Want of Art — 
3 ; 2 Forgive th' Expreſſion — and accept the Heart? 

4 1 That Heart which once in cold Saſpicions loſt, 

3 : | Quits at thy Name it's long- contracted Froſt ; 
Melts at thy Image, deſtin'd all for you, 

| 4 And longs to ſbew, and feel, that Friendſbip may be, 
EY $ 


So may thy future Years in 7. ranſports fly, 
By Virtue lengthen'd-- cheer'd by guiltleſs Toy; 
May Fortune once be conſtant, if ſhe can, 
And ſhew the Mori ſhe loves one honeſt Man : 
"7 Wiſely may'ſt thou thy preſent Bliſs maintain, 
Nor let one Folly ſhew the Gift was vain : 


And 
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And oh l whene'er Hope's treach'rous Breezes play, 
(Thoſe treach'rous Hopes that fatter and betray) 
May thy kind Genzus riſe with * Clio's Face, 

And lure thee from the Rocks that wreck thy Peace: 


So ſhall that Form thy wav'ring Heart reprove, _ 
And Wiſcom wooe thee in the Garb of Love. 


Thus let thy Noon of Life (thoſe Clouds 8 
Whoſe melancholly Ghom o erſpreads thy Daun) 
With pleaſing Warmth, and conſtant Sunſhine glow 3 
Such Warmth as Poets, Friends, and Lovers know : 
And when cool Age (the Grave of young Deſire) | 
Checks the briſk Muſe, and chills the Lover's Fire; ; 
When venerable Silver decks thy Hair, 
And Weakneſs binds thee to thy Elbow Charr ; 
With chy dear Mate, a long experienc d Friend, 

In ſober Chat Life's chearful Evening ſpend; 
Till 


— 


* His Lady — whoſe Genius for Poetry gives har a juſt Clain 
to that Appellation tho her Modefly and Diffidence (unfortunate- 
ly. for the Public) cannot be prevail'd upon to — ſeve- 
ral ſhining Progf of it. 
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Till one ſoft Ga the pleaſing Converſe cloſe, 
And join the Lovers in their laſt Repoſe : 
Then raptur'd with your Joys, your beauteous Race, 
With like Succeſs, their Parents Love ſhall trace; 
The glorious Scene from Age to Age renew, 


And owe their Virtue, and their Bliſs to you. 


000005000003000000000900000 


On a-LADY maſted. 
In Imitation of CowLEY — Anno 1684. — 
Humbly inſcrib'd to CLARISS AA. 


I. 


HO' it may ſeem in Times to come, 


A Paradox to Love -- and know not whom — 
And I ſhou'd once have thought ſo too: 
Yet, my Heart, thou needs muſt know 
That it is not — 'trs not ſo. + 
Thou 't found thoſe Methods out, 
By which tis plainly brought about; 
| Reaſons unanſwerably true. 
Vor. I. D 
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II. 

Firſt her . I ſtrictly view d, 
White, beyond all Similitude, 
Small as Proportion cou'd allow; 

So clear that one might ſee, 

Plainer than by Anatomy, 
The intricate Conveyances of Life : 
Sweet were it's Motions, 1 weet it's Ar, 
Nay — I ſaw killing Features there. 


| III. 
This very ſubtle Thing, tho I 
Ooſerv'd it with a watchful Eye, 
And ſhou'd have thought myſelf ſecure ; 
Nay the Theft yet ſtranger was, 
My Obſervatiin was the Cauſe | 
By which, and ſome preſtigious Art, 
It fok away my willing Heart. 


IF. 
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IV. 


Her Boſom, next my Eyes poſſeſs d, 
Stood fix'd -- and feafted on her Breaſt — 
© Uncertain when it ſweeteſt ſhew'd, 

When it cd, and when it hv d: 


There ſnowy Whiteneſs, Azure Blue, 
All ſuch like Flattery was due, 
And ev'ry Fiction proved true. 
+ 
And had not 7h:s ſufficient been, 


Tho' I nothing elſe had ſeen? 
But there lay Eyes in Ambuſeade, 


And ſhot thro' Holes on purpoſe made; 
And eaſy 'twas to find 
What Beauty lay behind, 

For in the outward Circle of her Face, 


I fpy'd a Part, at leaſt, of ev'ry Grace. 


22 
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VI. 

So tho' the Sun withdraws his Light ; 
And fright us with unuſual Night, .-. = 
Yet kindy round the black Diſguiſe, 2 

In a bright Circle, he diſplays 

Some Pattern of his Rays; 
Enough to bid the filly World be Wiſe ; 
And know that Day is not for ever done, 
That he remains the ſame, and is the Sun. 
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Occaſion d by the Author's being aſtd if 


eber he was in LOVE. 


HY ſhou'd Dorinda proudly aſk to know 
If her ſad Thyrſis ever loud, or no? 

*Tis too Hrannic — too inſulting Art — 
To torture, then to aſk me if I ſmart. 

Conſult thy Eyes — let them confeſs how few 
They ever ſaw, and did not conquer too: 

Or are their Trophies now ſo num'rous grown, 
That I, your meaner Captive, am not known ? 
Whatever abſent Slaves you do not know, 
Whoe'er is preſent, think him ſurely ſo. 


That 2ue/tion's vain, unworthy a Reply, | 
Which doubts th' Effect, when ſuch a Cauſe is by ; 
| D +: Thy 
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| Thy charming Voice, in it's 2 Sounds, 
Anſwers itſelf -- and while it offs, it wounds: 
There does my Soul it's ſtrongeſt Fetters find, 
In thy Immortal Self —- the Beauties of thy Mind. 
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On 4 LA D Y playing upon the Lr x. ; 
ENUS one Day bid all her Loves 
+ Prepare her Chariot, and her Doves 
Apollo with his Lute was there, 
And both agreed to take the Air: 
Neglected Cupid wept to find 
Muſic in league with Beauty join'd ; 
The angry Dame broke all his Darts, 
And out ſhe drove to conquer Hearts : 
Depos d and abdicated Love | 
Made his Appeal in vain to Fove. 
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Poe from his Throne approv'd the Deed, 
: And thus the King of Kings decreed — 
Beauties, henceforth, I will rears, 

Shall do the Work of Love and Fare. 


Thus kills Lutetia with unerring Rays 
Like Venus looks --- and like Apollo plays. 


FF 


The CLIENT's WARANINCG-PIECE. 


TENDER &Sheep, to ſhun a Storm, 
Betook her to a Briar, 
Thick fet with many a pointed Thorn, 
Where not one drop of Vet came nigh her, 
— Twas don ſely done — ſay you --- 
But when the Starm was o'er, forth came 
Strip d of much Fleece, the tatter'd Dame. 
And pray --- what think you now ? 
| = 
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A Leſſon this to Clients all 
To keep far off from Rufus Hall, 
And not diſpute ſmall Matters: 
Better a little Loſs --- 
Than after much Expence and Trouble, 
In fighting for an airy Bubble, 
Succeſsfully to uin one's Cauſe, 
And ſo go home in Tatters. 
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On the Mretcb who defacd the KING | 


Wit 4 
7 
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IN dark Oblivion bury' d be his Name, 
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FFF 


STATUE #1 Groſvenor-Square. 


Of future Pens no more the hated Theme: 
Oh! be not Human Nature guilty known 

Of what Mankind muſt ever bluſh to cn 
Live, to thy ſelf a Hell, whoc'er thou art, 
That cou'd thy boundleſs Malice thus exert, 
And fab a grateful Nation to the Heart. 
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An E PIGR AM. 
On a very bad WRITER. 


YOOR Rar dus, you ſay, ſcarcea Livelybood gets — 


How ſhon'd he, I trow --- when he ves by 


his Wes. 
PHILE- 
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PHIL E MON w FIDELIO. 


An Invitation into the Country. 


HILST here the tardy-moving Hours 14 8 
| ſpend; | 
Far, far from Thee, my beſt and deareſt Friend; 

Inly I ine — torn from each gayDelight 

That charths the li'ning Ear, or chears the Sight; 

The “ heatleſs Sun the B. rds no longer greet, 

The Herd; forget to [ow the Flocks to bleat — 

With languid Gleams the Sky is fichly'd o'er, 

And ſuff ring Nature wears her Smiles no more : 

The ſadden'd Scene my Breaſt with Horror chills ; 

Hire Ice-girt Rivers — there bleak Snow-topp' d 
Hills — 


To 


— 


— 5 


. This was written in the laſt Great Froſt, Anno 17 39-40. 
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To y — to Thee — to ev'ry Comfort loſt, 
My Senſes, like the Stream, bound up with Ff — 
But warm my Friendſhip ſtill — that ſtill e 
The keeneſt 1n/ence of inclement Sies; 

Blooms e'en in "Norfolk's wide extended Plains, 


Where Winter with unbounded Rigour reigns ; 


[ True to it's Source, and faithful to thy Worth, 

| Whence firſt, in early Youth, it had it's Birth, 

f Ere Fraud's foul Trade our artleſs Boſoms knew, 
| Our Souk united — and our Friendſhip grew ; 
n the chaſte League baſe Int reſt had no Part, 


But in-born Love flow'd gen'rous from the Heart. 


| Yea twenty rolling Tears of Abſence prov'd 


How ſtrong the Union — and how well we /v'd, 


| Soon as we met (bleſs'd be th' auſpicious Hour 


That gave thy Virtues to thy Friend once more !) 


Say — did'ſt not thou a kindred Foy receive; 
Such Foy as Love and Friendſhip only give? 


Oh! may thro Life the noble Ardour laſt, 
And glad the Future — as it bleſs d the Pa? / 


More 
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More worth the Tranſport that from Friendſbip ſprings, WR II 
Than all the Pride of State, and Pomp of Kings : - | or 
It's genial Warmth diffus'd thro! ev ry Stage, Al 
In ſpirits Youth — and thaws the Ice of Age — C0 
$-nooths o'er the anxious Brow of deep Diſtreſs, V 
Improves our Joy — and makes our Sorrows lefs — Ml N 
Sooths the poor ſun-burnt Pegſant's ceaſeleſs Toil, 1 
And — Slaves to Grandeur, — makes ev'n Monarchs A 
Iſmnile: 
Unbleſs'd by Friendſhip's all-enliv'ning Beams, 
Wretched alike, a GeoRGE, and out-caſt James. 1 
Kr L 
Come then, my Friend! whom true to Honour's W * 
Cauſe ; | = 
No Luft of Wealth — nor wild Ambition e FREY” n 


Wham Reaſon guides — whoſe rich Poetic Vein 
Ne'er varniſh'd Vice — nor fix'd on Worth a Srain! 
Who wiſely Gay enjoys the preſent Hour, 


No Libertine profane nor Bi got ſour — 


In Virtue bold — by no vain Doubts perplex'd, 
This Scene lives guiltleſ o'er — nor fears the next; 
Th 
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: | Th' Intrigues of State, with ſcornful Eye, who views, 
n Truth's honeſt Plan, with ſteady Zeal, purſues; 3 
Ally d to Peers — and yet of Manners plain — 
Conſcious of native Excellence — not Vain — 

Who nicely ftill oþ/erves the golden Mean, 

Not mad with Mirth — nor ever mop'd with Spleen; 
Whoſe Claſſic Taſte each Genius knows to hit, 

And ſeaſon Raman Senſe with Attic Mit. 


Oh! come Fidelio — teach me to deſpiſe 
The blooming Sweets of more indulgent Skies ! 
More ba Imy Fragrance from thy Converſe flows 
Than India boaſts — or honey'd Hyola knows; 
Thy ſocial Spirit even here can warm, | 
And Winter of it's keeneſt Rage diſarm; 
In Phebus ſtead, Oh! dart th' enliv'ning Ray, 
Diſpel this Gloom of Night, and give the Day. 


ISGRIM 
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1 


ISG RIM ed BE L I N, 


O R THE 


WOLF ail — LAMB. 


Pan F 7% I. 


SGR IM and Belin, on a Day, 
Repair d to drink the ſelf fame way; 
To the fame Stream, but not together ; A 
The One above, — below the other, 
| Igrim, who wanted much to aine, 
And, of all Things, lov'd Mutton Chine ; 
In Eiger s Anguiſh ſaw it near him, 
Reſolv d at any Rate to tear him: 
But that the Neighbours might not ſay, 
He did not give the Sheep fair play; 


1 
9 
a 


8 * 
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Ae held it beſt, t' invent a Reaſon, 
= Why he ſhou'd eat him at that Seaſon; 


And one that ſhou'd appear much ſtronger 


Than the exploded one of — Hunger. 


e Sirrah — quoth He — what is the matter — 
« That thus you muddify my Water? 
« You make here fuch a Dirt and Stink „ 
J may be cho d — but cannot drink. 


Sir — quoth the Mutton — pray be eaſy — 
« I have done nothing to diſplraſe ye —— 
Pleaſe to 93ſerve — I drink below — 
« The Stream from you to me does fla; 
With great Submiſſion, I muſt fay, 
The Mud J raiſe, goes F other way. 


* 


£ 


The olf ſoon found this Reaſoning ſtrong, 
But was not in his Anſwer long, 


& Varlet 


L 7 "PINT" 

4 S 
7 
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« Varlet — quoth he — I've been 2d how 
You us'd my Name fix Months ago, 
« When in a certain Converſation, 
« You ſpoke of me in and ou Faſhion. 


7 Alaſs! ! good Sir! the Sbeeß reply d, 
ec Indeed, Te foully been bely d; 


te Tis fal , whatever you've been fold, 
“ For I am yet not four Months old. 


1 Raſcal! quoth Trim — in high Fone — 5 
« Your Father did — and that's all ane ' 
* TI] teach you Scoundrel”” —— and then caught 


Th' unwary Bleater by the Throat: _ "0 
Who fell, on this poor, No-pretence, 6 
A Sacrifice to Impudence, > 
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— Dos eft uxoria Lites. 


Ov1D. 


MNIBUS arma Parenstribuit Natura, deditque 
" © Noſcere Præſidii, vimque modumque ſui: 
Dente Lupus, Tauruſque armati fronte minatur, 


Acrioy infeſtos Fæmina voce petit: 


Ad bella hac ſtimulat mentes, hac aggerat iras, 


_ Linguagque vel ſtricto ſævior enſe furit. 


Sævus init Pugnam ſœvd cum Conjuge, Conjux, 


Hic ſtrenuus rigido corpora fuſte dolat ; 

Heac fundit contra clamoſæ opprobria linguæ, 
Voceque, verberibus dum furit Ile, furit: 
Vor. I. " Perpetuo 
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Perpetuo ſor: tu miſeras ita verberat Aures, 
Utcitd Vir rabid victus ab Hy e cadat. 
Nec tantim in Terris ſequitur Vicloria vocem; TA 
Vel magnum ferret Lingua proterva Jovem ; 
Ut nos horremus Jaculantem Fulmina, Dextram, 
Sic Lingua hic Sponſæ fulmina miſſa timet. 
Diſcipuli quinos Samii ſiluere per annos, 
Nec licuit, donec jam ſapuere, loqui. 
Vix credo hauſerunt Samiæ hæc præcepta Puellæ, 
Vix zacit@ hæ Studiis incubuere ſurs. 
Jugiter effundit dicenda, tacenda Puella, 
Nec potis eſt unum Lingua tacere Diem. 
| Carcere dum Philomela latet, linguamque revulſam 
Luget, quæ Cure ſola medela fuit 
Pingit acer Terei vario ſubtemine Crimen, 
Et prodit Dextrd, quod nequit Ore, ſcelus: 
Et quiſquam preſſd celare Arcana Puellam 
Expectet Lingud, cum neque Dextra tacet ? | 
Sic dum Nympha furens Narciſi languet Amore, | 
Informis claudit Corpora mceſta Silex; 
| Vox 


Gi 
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Vox tamen iſta loquax manet, æternumque manebit, 
Perque ſuas Sylvas, Antraque nota ſonar. 

Garrit adhuc, nondum extinctæ Pars peſſima Nymphe, 

Hac fibi in Æternum parte ſuperſtes erit, 
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On the Death of the Author's Brother. 
HE Weak and Isnorant, by Nature led, 
In Death, have always found . I to 
dread; 
But the Phil oſopher and Hero, ill, 
With Scorn ſubmit to the proud rant s Will: 


 Hideous, the Spectre glares thro' Folly's Night, 
But milder ſhews when view'd in Reaſon's Light. 


And yet the Beſt may a hft Friend bemoan, 
.Meurn others Fate — while they contemn their own. 
Sorrow | I own Thee then — Thou art, I find, 

A friendly Paſſion of a gen'rous Mind; 

£hew freely forth — I'll zuſtify my Tears — * 

The' Brave may pity what he never fears. 


On 
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PERS 
3 5 


eee 
o, w I T. 


RUE Vit is like the brilliant Stone, 
Dug from the Indian Mine; 
Which boaſts wo various Pow'rs in One, 


To cut as well as ſhine. 


Genius, like This, if poliſh'd right, . 
With the ſame Gifts abounds ; SA 
Appears at once both keen and bright, 
And ſparkles while it wounds. ; 489 
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The CHOICE. 


Ar EPISTLE from a young Gen- , 
tleman to his FRIEND. , 

| 

1 . H, greatly 22 ! who can, as Fate requires, | 
By ductile Wiſdom, temper your Defires ! | 


Balanc'd within, you look abroad, ſerene, 


And marking both Extremes, paſs clear between, 
1 Ohl cou'd your lov'd Example teach your Skill, 


And, as it moves my Wonder, guide my Will: 
| Calm wou'd my Paſſions grow ; my Lot wou'd pleaſe ; 
And my ſick Soul wou'd think itſelf to Exſe. 
= But, to the future, while I ſtram my Eye, 
Each preſent Good flips, wnifringea/'a, by. 5 
Still! 
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Still what I 259 d, contends with what I can; 
And my wild 7/5/bes leap the Bounds of Man. 
it in my Power it lies, to limit Hape, 
And my unchain'd Doom can fix a _ ; 
This were my Choice — 

—— Oh Friend! pronounce me Poor; 
For I have Wants, which Wealth can never cure: 
Mean is that Soul, whom it's own Good can fill; 
A proſp'rous Werld, alone, cou'd feaſt my Will. 
He's poor, at beſt, who others Mis'ry ſees, 
And wants the wiſh'd-for Pow'r to give it Eaſe. 
He's rich, who, ſole-ſupreme, and unconfin'd, | 
Can, with unbounded If 'ence, bleſs Mankind. 
A Glory this — unreach'd, but on a Throne — 
A were enough — but eſs than all, is None. 


A 


This my firſt 7 2 — but, ſince twere wild and 
vain, 
To graſp at glitt'ring Clouds, with fruitleſs Pain; 
More ſafely how, let my next Proſpett be, 
And Life's mild Evening this fair Sun-ſet ſee. 
E 4 On 
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On ſome lone Wild, let my ſtrong Houſe be plar d, 
\ Surrounded by a vaſt, and healthy, Wafſie ; 
Steril, and coarſe, the untry'd Soil ſhou'd be; 
But forc'd to flouriſh — and ſubdu'd by me. 
Seas, Woods, Meads, Mountains, Gardens, Streams 
and Sies, | 
Shou'd with a changeful Grandeur, charm my Eyes. 
Still where I mov'd, new Marks of my paſt Pains, 
Shou'd plumethe Mountain Top, and paint the Plains. 
Greatly obſcure, and ſhunning Courts, or Name, 
Widely befriended — but eſcaping Tame: 
Peaceful, in ſtudious Quiet, wou'd I Jive; 


Lie hid, for Jeiſure — and grow rich, to give. 


JE 
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FFF 


4 PO E M. 


Occafion'd by the Death of the Right Ho- 
nourable tbe Counteſs of G th m. 


] ARDON, O Shade Divine] th'officious Verſe, 
That breaks the ſacred Silence of thy Herſe ! 
| The Muſes Tears, when for the Dead deſign'd, 


Flow but in vain — 7mpertinently kind ! 


Courtiers and Poets, mix not, oft, in Care, 
Their Paſſions, and their Vous, too di rent are: 
But, to this mourn'd Occafion, all muſt owe 
One ſocial Lt rance of one gen ral Moe. 

So ſhall the diſtant Poles one Ruin ſhare, - 
When the laſt Trumpet wakes the Werld's Deſpair. 
| Oh! 
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Oh! treach'rous Ebb of Fey ! that thus deceives, 


And Hope's gay Bark on the falſe Quickſond leaves! 


The Smile of Lovelineſs lies, pale, in Clay ; 
And weeping Wonder turns it's Eyes away. 


Trembling, the Muſe ſurveys the clouded Courts, 
| How damp'd their Converſe! and how daſh'd their 
i 8 

What gloomy Paleneſs deadens ev'ry Face, 

What fick'ning Mem'ry checks each riſin g Grace! 
The Royal. Pair ſtand fix d in gen'rous Pain, 

And loka Grief, that makes all Language vaan ! 

Round in deep Silence, ſad'ning Paſſions flow, 


And Sig, from S:ghs, catch the contagious Moe! 


Fancy, amidſt the Fun'ral Pomp is led, 
And waits, in ſolemn March, the moving Dead 
Lodg'd in cold Earth, her Body ſinks, reſign'd; 
But her Immortal Inage charms Mankind! 
4 2 = | Soft 


Sof 


E 
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Soft Sleep, thy Dat, to wait th* Eternal Will; 
Then riſe, unchang'd, and — be an Angel fill ! 
Te Lovelieſt of her fair Survivors ! come, 

| And with ſweet Sorrow, grace her ſacred Tomb. 
Fix'd, o'er the Marble Mirror, leaning, ſee, 

What weak Defence from Death your Charms can be! 
Think what ſhe was; and conſcious of her Due, 
Teach us, by mourning Her, to feb for you, 


But, what wiſh'd Comfort ſhall the Muſe afford. 
To the fad Boſom of her wwidow'd Lord? 
Think, - fince not all your Love cou'd Life retain, 
How ſhou'd your Sorrow charm her back again? 
High above Hope, or Fear, ſhe, now, lives bleft > 
Where Nothing, but your Woe, can break Her Reft. 
O, let her, undiſturb' d, thoſe Bleſſings ſhare, 
Which cannot Greater be — till you are there. 


"or 
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Occafion'd by the Death of the Author's 
Daughter ---- a Child about Four Tears 


of Ape. | 


1. 


REAMING Syphifts ! Learned Fools ! 
Farewell A/! for I'll no more 
Liften to your boaſted Rules, 
Nor your labour d Forks explore. 


| II. 
What the Sum of all ye teach, 
What the Balm for ev'ry II, 
What? — but as ye fondly preach, 


Not to ſuffer --- not to feel, 
52 II. 
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III. 


Spight of This your Stoic Cant, 

I muſt fee] — and ſuffer too — 
(Till the pitying Pow'rs relent) „ 
More than Martyrs ever knew. 


IV. 


Torn for ever from my Sight, 
Lock'd in Death's Embraces She, 
Clos'd thoſe Eyes in endleſs Night 
That ſhed Day on hapleſs Me! 


V. 
Stay — dear fleeting Spirit] ſtay! 
Richeſt Boon to Earth &'er giv'n ! 
But 'tis pa? — ſhe's ſratch'd away — 
Spotleſs ring — fit for Heav'n ! 


"= 5 3. Þ; 5 * 3 
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v. 


See, Oh! ſee yon falling Star | 
Mart it's bright —— it's ſhort liv'd Fire — 
(barlotte ſo — but brighter far — 

Did but glitter —— and expire. 
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Occafion'd by Dr. Br---n's attending the 
aforeſaid CHILD during its 1 lneſs. 


I. 


AY, B.-, for ſure thy honeſt Mind 
A kindred Sorrow knew, 
When Charlotte her ſweet Breath relign'd, 
And bid the World, Adieu! 


II. 


In ſp:ght of all thy friendly Care, 
Didſt Thou not weep to ſee 
Stern Death ſo rudely Triumph there, 

And boaſt his Victory? 


m. 
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III. 
Didſt Thou not Sigb to think, how Poor, 
The Leech's Skill, how rail! 
For what can ſave Thee in that Hour, 
When Art, like Thine, ſhall fail? 
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YM 
- 


A RECEIPT to make a Parr y- 


FrLLow. 


HOU'D it cer be your Lot to be bleſo d wih) 


a Son, 


* heſe Rules well obſerv'd, he'll not 7az/ to be one, 
Whom with Joy you may vier, and with Pride 


you may on. 


Neꝰ er ſend him to School, and from thence to a 
Culledge 


"Twill ſpoil all, if the Nouth ſhould have one Dram 
of Knowledge ; 


1 Romances and Plays let him deeply be read, 
And his Heels be inſtrufted, inſtead of his Head. 
Vos, I. N But 
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He, like any Mapſeur, the French Language ſhou'd 


| Ne' e'er balk his Amours —- let him kits all he meets 


Let him <obiſper ſoft Things, as he fees others do, 


And daintily larded with double Entenare. 


* 
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But tho' you're to guard againſt Latin and Greek, 


Heat. 


Thus inform'd, and grown up, you ſhou'd fix him 
in Town, 


Where, to greateſt Advantage, ſuch Talents are ſhewn; 


F rom Fanny the Fair to brown Beſs in the Streets: 


And, be ſure, to be Falſe — when he ſwears to be 
True. 


Let his Converſenc'er fail to be ſeaſon'd with Slander, 


His Mit, (if at all) ſhou'd but rarely be ſhewn, 
And never riſe higher than Quibble or Pun. 
Now and then, of grave Authors, and Books he may 
brate, 
Thit he knows no more of than hisGrandmother”s Cat. 
Out of Journals, be fure, he pick Common-place Stuff, 
For ſome FHingsat the Court --andhe's Patriot enough. 
192 . 1 2 | Let 
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Let Culins and Tindal preſcribe him a Creed, 
| Toſettle his Faith — tis but little he'll need. 


In all things, beſides, let new Modes be his Paſſion, | 


But be his * Religion -- Old as the Creation 
Hence, (dull as he is) he'll be furniſb d, at leaſt, 
With many a Bob at that Scrub — call'd a Priep. 
To accompliſh your Spar, (or he's not quite genteel) 
He muſt pay Debts of Honour but no T; radeſ- 
man's Bill. 
He muſt ne'er miſs an Op ra, to make it appear 
He's a Man of true Taſte — and has got a good Ear. 
To give him the Lie who his Courage diſowns, 


He muſt whip thro' his _— or at leaſt break his 


Bones ; 

And at all Times, to prove that he 17 not Faint 
hearted, Y 

He muſt draw on his Man, when he's ſure to be 
HPuarted. 


F 2 When | 


* 1 4 1 UV — 


2 


* Alluding to a Dei/tical Book written by Tindal, ſo call'd. 
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When, in any Debate, he's almoſt run aground, 


Let a Wager, or Oath, his Opponent confound : 
In ſhort — let each Hour, inſtead of dull Thinking, 


and 


Be devoted to Gaming 
Ss Drinking 
Till by Piſtol, or Halter he finiſh his Race, 

And He dies like a _ - who has liv'd like an 4. 


- and Whoring 


PSALM 
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GRIDS SSD cls SILLS 
PSALM LXXXVIIL Paraphras'd. 


; | I. 
) OTH Day and Night, O Cd my Sighs 
To thy dread Throne aſcend : 
Incline thine Ear, Lord, to my Cres, 
And my fad Pray'r attend ! 


II. 


Sorrow has quite oer my Soul 

And wears my Life away; 

In Tears my joyleſs Moments roll , 
And waſte this Mortal Clay. 


E 4 | III. c 


* P 3 
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III. 


Dead to all Earthly Joys, 1 fink 


Beneath Life's painful Load; 
Trembling 1 ſtand upon the Brink 
Of my long, laſt Abode. 


IV. 


Thine Anger, Lord, hath laid me lo 


In ever-filent Night: 
Deep ſumꝭ J lie in endleſs Moe, 
And ſhun the painful Light, 


MW 
My deareſt Friends, far off remov'd ; 
Now treat Me with diſdain; 
Forget they ſuch a Wretch have bov'd, 


Nor heed when I complain. 


| | 2 
Daily, O Lord! on 7. bee 1 call, 
And Nightly thus I pray 1 
O! leave not, thus, my Scul in Thrall ; 
To Comfort teach the Way / 


VII, 
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VII. 
Lord ! ſhall the Dead thy Praiſe proclaim, 
Or Dwvellers of the Deep? 
Shall They to laud thy glorious Name 
Be rais'd again from Sleep! 


; VIII. 
Shall in the Grave thy Truth be ſhewn, 
Thy Glory in the Land, 
Where dark Oblivion's Veil is thrown 
O'er all the dreary Strand ! 


IX. 
Why doſt Thou, Lord! refuſe to hear 
The Words of my Complaint ? 


| See! in mine Eye the trembling Tear --- 


Obſerve my Voice — how faint ! 


X. 
Thy Terrors, with a troubled Mind, 
O Lord ! have I endur'd ; | 
Try me — and quickly Thou ſhall't n 
My Faith in Thee g uur d. | 
F 4 XI, 


72 The PorTicar MisCELLANY. 


XI. 
On ev'ry fide they compaſs Me 
Who all my Peace deſtroy ; 
Diveſted of Humanity, 


* 


My Tears their only Foy. 


XII. 
Of Thoſe on whom my Bliß depends, 
Thou haſt depriv'd my Sightz 
And each kind Ray that Comfort lends Br 
Haſt ve:d in endleſs Night. 


IE 8 
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FR, V. X. . . A. 


To Miſs "ip on the AUTHOR'S receiving 
a Box of Sugar Plumbs, among ſt which 
there was One in the Shape of a Heart. 


WAS ſpotleſs Fair, like That within thy 
Breaſt, 
Like Thine its Nature too was ſiveet; 


But melting with an eager Kiſs impreſs'd, 
I ſoon diſcover d twas a Cheat. 


1 
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F 

i n of. 7 
1 

2 @ | Sobel - | E 

BW, 

_—SISTLE:- CD. FE "3 

Under $— t-—y of State. ] 

N E, quid agam ignores, ubi jam, ſuper Urbe ] 

relicta, | | ; 

Sextili toto vacuus vagor, accipe, que Me 


Oblectant Studia, & Mores; quibus utor Amicis; 


Qualiaque exercent me Agreſtis munera Vitæ. 1 


Tu vero bis adhuc patiens, oculo minus æquo, | 
Ruris amatorem ſpectas ; tibi inhoſpita ſordent 
Teſqua; nec inculti arridet tibi gratia fund: ; 

Non redolent Violæ tibi Yere, nec explicat A/tas 
Purpuream tibi blanda Roſam; tamen hæc ego curo, 
Et pono inter Opes, gremio quas Terra beato 
Ana Parens effundit, & undique ſpargit in Agros; 
1 At 
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At neque flava Ceres te tangit, & ore ſereno 


Pomifer Autumnus: Quin dic, age, num tibi Jumus 
Et Strepitus cordi eſt? Aut quæ Te Cauſa moratur ? | 


An bene ponendis exaucto fœnore Nummis 


—_ Sp 


Irvigilas? an Te nova quædam compede vinctum 
Flamma tenet ? fed quicquid crit, perrumpe Catenas, 
Et Mecum fruere his ſaltem Septembribus Horis. 
Huc Conviva veni, ſi gaudes pane ſerundo, 
Nec prandere times caulem atræ cum pede Pernæ: 
Vindſoriæve fabam, quæ nondum dura palato 
Reſponſat; tener interdum apponetur & Agnus, 
Simplice cum Menthd, priſco de more, minutim 
Conciſa, ſeu Coa placet Lactuca ſoporem 
Invitans; vel pratenſis ſine ſtercore Fungus: 
Oda dabo, & Pulls, cum lactis flore coacti; 

In ſtipula eſt Anſer; Vicina in fruge Columbe ; 
Nec pinguis deerit, nifi fallant Retia, Perdix. 
Pona, Nucefque addam, & quod . eſt, Teſtula 

bimi 


Eſt mihi adhuc Vini, Auſtrali, quod Gallia felix 
Emiſit portu, quod & intima Cella recondit 


Sub 
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Sub Domini clave, intactum : ex hoc acria ferre 
Pocula nonnunquàm, & paulo inſanire licebit. 
Sin alites tempus monet & res, fac tibi parcas, 
Et modice, ut lubet, uveſcas, ſine lege bibendi, 


Neve inter calices, quo milite Carolus Oram 


Occupet Heſperiam, aut quæ * Caleb pulchra minetur, 


Uſque Vigil patriæ Vindex, diſquirere fas eſt. 
Quæ magis ad rem jam ſpectant, agitemus inertes; 
Quales nempe Lepus Gyros agat ; aut ubi Vulpes 


Inſidias pecori ſtruat ; haud gravis hic mihi Sermo eſt, 


Nec placet eximiè; neque enim Venatica multùuùm 


Gloria me titillat : Equos tamen & Catulos fic 
 Collaudo, ut fidos, quoties late Arva pererro 
Adjungam comites ; & fi quam: forte latentem 
Exagitent prædam, curſu feror avia luſtrans, 

At fine. Conſilio, aut Venandi legibus arctis: 

Nec malè ſollicitus, captemne quod inſequor, an, ſpe 


Depoſitä, latrante domum Stomacho inde revertar. 


. - 
IT » 
o 


— 


* The Author of a Weekly Paper at this Time, call'd The 
Craftſman, by Caleb Danvers Eſq; wrote againſt the Court, 


Quin 
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Quin aliis, libet, haud indignis, otia, curis 
Impendi, fierique aliquid quorum indiget us: 
Seu durum exercere Solum, & mollire colendo, 
Seu latices de Colle parem, ſitientibus herbis 
Sufficere, & tenui in Campum deducere Swlco. 
Nec piget Arboreos vario de ſemine fœtus | 
Nutrire, & ductrice manu formare future 
Materiam Sikve ; vel murum divite Pom 
Veſtire ; & ſiqua haud Votis reſpondeat Arbos 
Degener, agreſti ingenio ſuccurrere notis 
Artibus, aggredior ; fifſique in Cortice rim, 


Germine adoptivo meliorem inducere ſuccum. 


Siccine, als, placidam, qu alem Gens Aurea Séclo 
Saturni vixit, ſperas traducere Vitam? 
Nullane ſecum affert, vilia, aut incommoda, Ruris 
Cultus? Multa quidem; ſed quæ non ferre recuſat 

Ruris Amans: Pecus interdum ſi labe laboret, 
Sive plage minus æquales ſentire Britanne 
Sæpe vices querimur; mutato ſidere Fruges 


Cum ſubita aut contundat Hyems, aut mordeat Aiftas : 


Si 


Jam pene emenſus ſpatium, quo tenditur quis 


78 The PoE TICAL MISCELLANY. 


Si cogor cum fortè rudis mihi venerit Hepes 


De medio potare die; convivia Pago 
Mox ſtruere, inſulſoque edentes ore cachinnos 
Audire, aut querulos dubia de Meſſe Colonos. 


Hæc mala ſunt, & plura; Eſto : miſera ergone 


Vitæ 4 
Conditio Urbane, trutina ponetur eadem ? 
Nullz hic ſunt Czdes, Incendia; Furta, Rapine : 
Me nemo hic rapit in Jus, aut opprobria ſevus 
Fingit in Alſentem; nulla hic contagia Lucri, 
Spegue, metugueanimum lacerant; Quid multa? referre 
Cur pergam innumera, & quorum meminiſſe gravatur 
Mens vacua, & mediis Urben: depingere Silvis? 
O] quantum juvat hoc cæco latitare receſſu, 
Quercus ubi indigena, & fagus vicina, benignam 
Textilibus ramis, per mutua Vincula nexis, 


Conſociant Umbram ! ſuper herbam hic molla reclinis 


Szpe ego, dum tacito obrepit pede cana Senectus, 


Mente memor refero variz diſcrimina Vitæ; 


Paſſibus 


tn „ 9a | 


Paſſibus ad Metam, Veſtigia flecto retrorſum ; 

Mille vie errores, mille inſperata revolvo 

Tedia, & exactos ingrata ſorte /abores. 

Mille tamen reddunt me exhauſta Pericula cautum; 


Sanaque præteritum præſtat documenta futuri. 


Sic tandem ſapere incipio, ceu prodigus Heres, 
Qui Rem perlongo partam ſudore paternam 
Fortiter abſump/it, mox duro exercitus Lia, 
Pauperieque gravi edoclus, fit denique parcus, 


Servandæque Rei intentus, vix Aſe relicto. 
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c c S c b BC 


Ar: EPI GR AM, 
Sent by OLIVER CROMWELL with his 
Picture, drawn in Armour, but with his 
Helmet off — to CHRISTINA, Queen 


of SWEDEN. 


JELLI potens Virgo] ſeptem Regina Trionum! 
Chriſtina ! Ar&6i lucida Stella Poli! 
Aſpice, quas Merui, dura ſub caſſide, r4gas, 


Quaàmque Senex *, adhuc impiger, Ora gero 
Sed Tibi ſubmittit frontem reverentior Umbra, 
Nec ſunt hi Vultus Regibus uſque truces. 
7 = The 


n 
— 


—_ Tw— » „ 


*The falſe Quantity obſervable here will be readily pardon'd 
by Theſe who regard Spirit and Genius more than a trifling Ac- 
curacy. 
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The Above attempted in a free Tranſlation 
for the Sake of the Beaux, as well as thi 
Ladies, by their humble Servant the 


EDITOR. 


HRISTINA, hail ! O Virgin, Great in War ! 
C Of the wide North, at once both Qzeen and 
Star ! 
This Portrait view — the deep-worn Furrows trace, 
Which earn'd in well-fou ght Fields my Viſage grace; 
Upon my Brow, which no Di/honour ſtains, 
(Old as J am) the awful Hero reigns; 
But with mild Rev'rence bends before thy Throne, 
Nor always Monarchs tremble at my Frown. 
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. EPIGRAM. 


On the Duke of VenDosMs's being wounded 
in the Head by an Olive Bough that was 
ruck off by @ Cannon Ball. 


IRIDANO pulſos ſequitur Vendomius Hoſtes, 
Perque Tridentinas ſuſtinet ire Nives : 
Non juga, non ſaltus; Alpinaque ſaxa, ruentem, 
| Invia Cæſaribus, non cohibere queunt. 
Non Fortuna habuit poterat donare quod ultra, 


 Lauris Ornatum cingit Oliva caput. 


= bay —— 1 
r 5 oy 
Co oa ——.aũ— P 
> > a 2 — 822 — ” PS Foy "_ 1 2 * 
* ——————————— e — 
7 5 2 4 — ” ——— 9 p 2 1 n _ 
2 2 . yo my pe” * 
= . yore 
0 = "oY * 0 * 
* 
- * 
, 


4 19: & 
TI. me» * — 
« 


= 


63 Thus 


The Pot TiCar MisCELLANY. 83 


Thus Tranſlated. 


ROM Po's fam'd Banks, o'er Hills of Rhatic 
Snoxd, 

Victorious Vendoſme drives the routed Fe: 

Noe Ricks. nor Words — the Hero can reſtrain — 

Nor Alpine Clifts, by Ceſar ſcal'd in vain. 


Fortune, to deck his Brows cou'd do no more, 


Than Olives add where Laurels grew before. 


F 


An E PIGR A M. 
On Myſprifion of TREASON, 
LEGUM ſubtile Nefas ! quibus inter Amicos 


" Fruftri zolle fidem prodere — Proditio eſt; 
on 


On 


, 
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CY 


On being expell d a LaDv's Company. 
Spolen Extemp ore. 


HUS Adam look'd Pa from the C _ 
driv'n, 

And, thus, diſputed Orders ſent from Heav'n; 

: Like Him 1 go — thoꝰ to depart I'm loth; 

Like Him 1 go — for Angels drive us Both. 

Hard was his Fate, but Mine ſtill more a; 

His Eve went with him, but Mine ſtays behind, 


PRO- 
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PRO T EUS An EPIGRAM. 


Hier aper, * avis, odo ſaxum, &, cum volet, arbor, 


HoR, 


EE Proteus ev'ry Shape and Form put on; 

Firſt with a Ce adorn'd - and then the G 
With Conventicle Cant — and Hums -- and Hau. 
Or humbly moves his Lordſhip in a Cauſe : 

No more a Shepherd — to a Wolf he's turn d — 


Nor for the Flock, but for the Fleece concern'd. 


Virtue the Knave approves as a Diſguiſe, 
And, to be formal, thinks, is to be Wiſe: 
His Virtue, then, is all Hypocriſy ; 

And all his Wiſdom dull Formality : 
8 


ue 
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BS rov ER's LEGACY. 
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Yet ſtill, miſtaken is the bungling Rogue, 
Nor is the Hypocrite a Knave Incog: 
Proteus is Proteus ſtill thro? all his Gear; 


How like a Devi wou'd he ftript appear l 


883 NT, TILL 


1 
NHAPPY Srrephon, dead and cold, 
His Heart was from his Boſom rent, 
Embaln'd, and in a Box of Gold, | 
To his beloved Kitty ſent. 


VEP 


Some Ladies might, perhaps, have fainted, 


But N fmil'd upon the Bauble; 
A Pin-Cuſhion, ſays ſhe, I wanted : 
Go — put it on my Dreſſing Table, 


* A 
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Conſolatory Advice to a young LADY in 
Tears for the Abſence of her Sweet-heart. 


RITHEE dry up thy Tears, thou unreas'na- 


ble Creature ! 

Nor longer complain of thy Dearee s Ill Nature — 
He has left you, tis true --- but 1 in * Madge you may 
| find him, 

In Her, he has left his own Likeneſs behind him — 
Poor Dido, of Old, wou'd have been well contented 
If Zneas, when abſent, for whom ſhe lamented, 


Had been in a + Brat halt ſo well e 
G 4 | The 


* The Lady kept an Ot. 

.+ — Si quis mihi parvulus Aula 
Luderet Ancas, qui Te tantum ore referret; 
Non equidem omnino capta aut deſerta viderer.— 


Vis. EN. Lib 4. v. 328. 
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Th PARALLE I. 


| * 
MPERIAL Cæſar's ſacred Head 
Of Hair quite barren grown, 
He binds a Laurel Wreath to ſhade 
The Baldneſs of his Crown. 


. 
So P. — with Nature quits the Score; 
1 None can his Form diſpraiſe; | 
| . With Wit's bright Beams he gilds it o'er, 
 - And hides his Crump with Bays, 


EPI- 


* 
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EPITAPH on Sir J. V—b'. 


NDER this Stone, Reader ſurvey 
Dead Sir F, s Houſe of 2 : 
1 heavy on him Earth — for He 


' Laid many heavy Loads on Thee, 


* 


A famous Architect: who was thought to have conſulted 
| Strength more than Grace and Beauty, 


I 
* 3 
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An InscareriION for a Buſto of Lady 
S---ft---k, ſet up in a Wood at Stowe. 


ER Wit and Beauty for a Court was made, 
But Truth and Goodneſs fit her for a Shade. 


Lord Cobham's Seat. 
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On the Buſtos of Sir Isa Ac Newron, My. 
Locks, &c. ſet up by her late Majeſty 
Queen CAROLINE i tbe Her- 
paw at Richmond. Anno 1732. 


ui memores 8 10S 1 merendo. 


EH OLD, 0 Stranger / new from foreign 
Lands, . 
Where Slaves obey what lawleſs Vill commands £ 

Where Starues to the proud Oppreſſor riſe, 


And hood-wink'd Faith has put out Reaſon 8 Eyes 3 ; 


Behold ! the Honours CaroLiNE ordains 

To theſe Great Souls, who wrote to break your Chains! 
Unerring Nature's equal Laws to ſhew, _ 
Preſcrib d to all above, and all below, 


Example rare! O Britain bleſt ! to ſee 
Thy Queen declare for Truth and Liberty. 


An 
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CCF 


An EPIGRA M. 


On a certain ----- who for ſome time miſtook 


an Iromcal Encomium for a Paneg yric. 


HILE — liſtens to the Poet's Lays, 
The pointed Satyr paſs'd for honeſt Praiſe ; 

| To clearer Lights, at length the Oafs pretend, 

And like blind Puppies ſee at Nine Days End, 
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A HYMN # *BACCHUS. 


OV E-born Bacchus, joyous God, 

Beauteous Liberty beſtowing, 
In this Manſion make Mode, f 

Let our Cups be ever flowing —_ 

| Before Thee fly Diſeaſe and Pain, 
Pinching Need, and carkin 9 Care, 
Friendſhip leads thy jocund Train, 
Who with Bacchus can compare ? 


Give the fetter'd Captive Wine 
Or the King — the greater Slave wh 
Both will own thy Pow'r divine, 
Beth confeſs Thee ſtrong. to ſave. 
s | i 


— 


—_ 


4 


This is ſet to Mujeck, and Gang byt the Members of the Club 
of Liberiy. : ; 


4 
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N vain, within this awful Pie, 

Does rigid Juſtice frown ; 

In vain, alaſs! while Chloe's Eyes 
Diſdain her Sway to own. 


II. ; 
Chloe, regardleſs of her Rules, 
And heedleſs of our Ils, 
Endu'd with ſuch a matchleſs Form, 
Ev'n here ſecurely Kills. 


j : . 


Upon ſeeing Miſs D. at 4 Ball in the 


q 
*3 
17 


Y 


7 CHLOE. 
\ T OT I — let Others fing the Fates 

Of dying Heroes — ſinking States — 
Let Others in Immortal Ver ſe, 
Great Marlhro's wond'rous Deeds rehearſe ; 4 
© His deathleſs Aci my meaner Pen 
\ With its rude Blots ſhall never ain; 
"RW Who can the God of War diſplay, 
Marching in all his dread Array? 
Who Marlbro', as he croſs'd the Plains, 
Crimſord with Blenheim's glorious Stains? 


My Soul was form'd for ſofter Thin gs, 
Cupid to Love tun d all its Strings; 
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No Arms I ſing, but Thoſe of Love, 
No hoſtile Field, but th' happy Grove; 
No Fights, but with the yielding Coy, 
No Triumphs, but of th'Am'rous Bey. 


Ev'n in theſe “ Climes where Boreas' Train 
For ever unmoleſted reign ; 7 

5 Where, deſtitute of Phobus Ray, 

Each Mortal ſeems a Lump of Clay; 

Ev'n here — poor I chant out my Noe — 

And Ana like, tho wrap'd in Snow, 

With ſecret Fires inceſſant glow. 


Alaſs ! poor, filly, doating Thing ! 
Canſt Thou not feel the Critic's Sting? 
See, how he damms thy looſer Strains, 
And feels, at ev'ry Line, new Pains, ' 


— * 8 wn — 


— 


* Scotland, 


3 
* 


| | 4 2 | ; 
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F 
lt | Let the Eterrial Fes to Wit, oh 
Sweat and Rage — and Fume and Fret _ 7 
[| Ik Chlee but returns my Love, 
! If Chloe does my Lays approve, 

| Let each buſy Tongue go free, 

Let the World One Critic be, : 
= Claes the whole World to Me. 5 
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Sv SS SSC 
T7 CYNTHIA. 


\7NTHI A what means this diſtant Air, 
Is it to make you ſill more Fair? 
No Cynthia Ls Hs your Arts 1 ſcorn —— 
Freedom T'll have — to Freedom born — 
Ev'n Uglineſs with This I prize; 
Beazty without it, I deſpiſe : 
A decent Coyneſs — Virgin Pride — 
Love aſks — and Love ſhan't be deny d: 
But ſtill the haughty God diſowns _ 
Too fierce Repulſe too angry Frowns — 
Too great a Diſtance flags his Pace, 
And makes him quit the deſp'rate Chace; "a 
Like Me, he flies the Formal She, 
Only a Slave to Liberty. 


AY, 


WW. .- 
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SEISSELLESLEPIBSOISESSS | 
The SWALLOW. 
From ANACREON, 

\ TIMBLE Courſer of the Air, 

Nimble Swe, blith and fair! 

How impatient Thou of Rh.. 

Here, and there, thou Build ſt thy Neſt ; 


Still from Place to Place doſt run, 
Swift Attendant of the Sun! 


Ah! fo Oupid = in my Breaſt 
All the Year he makes his Neſts 
Heat and Cold to him the ſame — 
 Nought the feather'd God can tame: 
Whilſt one little Love is fedg'd, 
In the hot Egg another's weg d; 
Half out — half within his Ca] — 
Peeps a Third — and drags his Shell; 
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On my Heart they prey each Hour, 

| Chirping ſtill aloud for more — 

| Gods ! ſee — the elder Brothers grown, | 
Nurſe the Younglings as their Own ; 
Theſe again — by Inſtin# led — — 

Feed the next — as they were fed! 


Love no longer I'll contend — 
Take my Heart, and there's an End. 


Hg CUPID 
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PID Diſarn'd. 


8 Cupid ſtill on Miſebief bent, 
One Summer's Day a ſhooting went, 
Oppreſs d with Heat the Archer laid 
His little Limbs beneath a Shade — 
Hard by his Head, his Quiver hung, 
Cloſe by his Side, his Bow unſtrung. 


Cynthia by chance came by that way ; 
Cynthia — the Rival of the Day; 
Heedleſs ſhe IR d, and almoſt trod, : 
E'er conſcious, on the little God . 

2 But now confounded at the Sight, 
Nor can ſhe ſtay, nor take her Flight, 
HFalf dead till taking one bold Peep, 
£ She found the Urchin faſt afleep ; ; 


Cautious 
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Cautious ſhe views him o'er and ver, 
She ſees him heave — and hears him ſnore. 
Peace -— be at eaſe --- faid ſhe my Heart — * 
Fear nothing now from Cupid's Dart; 
A Female Cupid now T'll be, 

And fend my Shafts on All — but Thee. 


She ſaid — and ſoftly ſtole his Arms — 
And ſtrait proceeds to threaten'd Harms; 
At ev ry Look a Dart ſhe throws, 

And ſcatters Death where er ſhe goes, 


T too have felt the Charmer's Pow'r, 

See — Cynthia ! fee — Tm Wounds all ver! 
A thouſand Arrows pierce my Side, 

Ten thouſand more my Heart divide; 

Oh! Pity mix with Might Divine! 

Or elſe to Love his Arms reſign. | 


2. 


H 3 On 
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43+», ++ 
VOGoVnOaVnalor 


On CLA R I S Departure 
for LonDox. 


HE's gone — ye guardian Angels, bleſs the Pair! 


Beauty and Innocence are ſtill your Care; 
Thou Genius of her Birth — thou Chief attend! 
And with thy lucid Troops the Nymph defend — 
Let Theſe in thickeſt Ranks, prepare her way 3 A 
Let Theſe, in light Militia, round her play; 
While Thoſe, intent, the foaming Steeds command, 
That move the ſmoking J/beels, with gentle Hand, 


So Venus when ſhe leaves the Cyprian Iſie; 
A thouſand, thouſand Loves around her ſmile; 
7575 


* 
; % 


8 
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Theſe o'er her ratling Cer, their Charge, preſide, 

While Thoſe with filken Reins her Sparrows guide: | 
4 Triumphant Foy in ev'ry Boſom heaves, | — 

And each is Happy but the Wretch ſhe leaves. 4 


W LE Wb Ee 


To CH L OE | playing with the Author : 
at Shuttlecock. : 


EE Chlhe— ſee in this Machine, 
> How both our Sauls are clearly ſeen ! 
Thus are they d — thus beat back —— 
Andall our Love's a Shuttlecock. 


W 


17 * + 
4 
. 4 
"#7 
> 
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All be Peace — and Foy — and Love — 


CSG 


5 On CLARIS S A' BIRTH-DA x. 


EATHER'D Songſters of the Air ! 


oh 1 All your ſofteſt Notes prepare; 


Warble thro' the vocal Glade, 


Sweetly hail the blooming Maid ! 


All your richeſt Scents exhale 
Breathing Flow'rs of Hill or Dale ! 
Dimpling . murm'ring as ye go — 
Winding Rills, in Conſort flow ! 

Let the Nympbs and Swains be ſeen ' 
Dancing o'er the level Green 3 N 
Lambs in wanton Meaſures ſporting, 
Am'rous Turtles fondly courting ; 
Noiſy Diſcord] hence remove 


Phabus! 
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\ 


Phebus ! with thy pureſt Ray 
 Gild Clariſſa's Natal Day; 
Let this Day, in ev'ry Near, 
Brighter, than the reſt appear; 
Brighteſt, ſure, that Day ſhou'd be 
That dæum d on her Nativity, =» 


RR RI SSS SS SSD S8. . 


0n*VENT Os Oc applying to Himſelf 
theſe Lines. 


— Sunt & mihi carmina, me quogue dicunt 
Vatem Paſtores : ſod non ego credulus illis. 
Vis, 


OW cou'd vile Sycophants contrive, 

A Lie ſo groſs to raiſe ? 
Which ev'n Ventoſo can't believe, 
Tho! ſpoke in his own Praiſe, 


FIRE, 


ha « 2 £ 4 — 


— — 


The late Famous Dr, 39. 


- wp 31 


FIRE, WATER and FAME. 


3F TALE. 


\NCE on a Time, when Cats and Dogs, 
Oxen and Aﬀes — Sheep and Hogs —— 

"{Tho' now of very diff rent Natures) 
Cou'd ſpeak and act like other Creatures ; 
Fire, N. ater, Fame — fat out together 
'To take a Trip the Lord knows whither ! 
It chanc'd as theſe three Trav'llers paſt 
Oer many a wild and dreary Waſte, 
(Such as in Norfolk greets your Eyes, 
And ſtrikes the Stranger with Surprize) 
That One, more tim raus than the Re, 
His Frars, in Words like Theſe, expreſs d. 


800 
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Say, deareſt Friends! Aſbciates fay ——= 
If Ie (which Heav'n forbid) ſhou'd fray, 
And loſe each other, (as we may; 
In ſuch a Caſe — can you — or you — EY 
Preſcribe the Means, or give the Cue, : 
How in this wide and pathleſs Plain, 


We may contrive to meet again? 


Quoth Fire — © for Me you need not fear = 

« For ſee but Smoke — and I am there: 
Quoth Vater — I am ever found 

« Boggy — ow — and ſwampy Ground.” 


« All this, quoth Fame, I do approve, 
ee But there's a Rub you can't remove; 
6. Therefore, my Friends! whate er betide, 
« Stick cloſe — nor ever leave my Side, 
« For ne'er cou d any one alive 


« Honour, or Fame, once loft, retrieve.” 
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The MOON and the GLOW-WORM. 


Cres” 


+ d chanc d, upon a Summer's Night, | 
When Glow-worms ſhed their feeble Li a 

The Moon at once ſhot forth her Beams, 
And quite obcur'd the Reptile's Gleams ; 
The Reptile robb'd of all its Luſtre, 
| Began aloud to rave and buſter, 
And, full of Self-Conceit and Spite, 
Accoſted thus the Queen of Night. 


« Than fickly * pale fac d Gith — whence 
&« This over-bearing Inſolence ? 
_ « Becauſe you're ſtuck aloft to View, 


ok Muſt nothing ſhine, forſooth ! but 271 2 
7 ORE do How 


— 
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« How many Wretches, robb'd of Senſe, 

« Are bound to curſe thy Influence © 

« With all thy modeſt Airs and Graces, - 

« Thou wear”/? a thouſand diff rent Faces 
With all thy Chaſtity, art known ” 

« To bawd, and pimp for half the Town; 0 

<« There's not a School-hoy but rehearſes 

« Thy am'rous Pranks, in doggrel Verſes; 

« He tells you what - and where --- and when — 
« The naughty Vitercourſe began; 

Who 'twas your Labours did beguile, 

« And crown'd your Joys in * Latmos Jie: 

« Dark in Thy ſelf, as Witch of Endor, 

« Tis Phæbus lends Thee all thy Splendor ; 

« By which foul Hogs, and helliſh Sprites, 

« Curs'd League ! perform their horrid Rites; 
e My harmleſs Rays I owe to None, 


« The Light:I boaſt, is all my own === 
c For 


2d 


* — 


© an 


„ — 


= The Moon was Sed 4 the Ancients to have fallen in 
Love with Endymion, whom ſhe hid in a Cave in the Iſland of 
Latmos, &c. 


Juſt like a Chaffer on a Pin; 
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« For all the Rout that's made about ye, 5 
« The World had done as well without 3 
« Thou'rt ſuch a Slave, thou dar'ſt not venture 


4 TO wag one Ticb from our Earth's Center; 


« But, like a Mill-Horſe, ſtill art bound 
« To run the ſelf-ſame tedious Round; 
« On your own Axis graceful ſpin, 


* Or, nearer ſtill, the Caſe to hit, 
« Juſt like a Pig upon a Shit 
« Whilſt I can wander where I pleaſe, 


Or ſtay of home, and take my Eaſe. 


« When Dou are fore'd to hide your Face, | 


« ] ſparkle a fupply your Place, 


No paſſing Cloyd my Light obſcures, 


Which every Moment darkens yours. 


_ * Ey'n Village Curs deteſt thy Sight; Eg 


« To' brain-fick Lovers you extend 


« Your Aid - and wou'd be thought their Friend 
4 = Whilſt 
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&« Whilſt — Traytor like - you feed their Folly 


« Encreaſe -— not cure — their Melancholy.” 


= ſober Majeſty, the Mom 
With more provoking Splendor ſhone; 
And (tho' ſhe well might have reply'd 
That She, alone, controul d the Tiae, 
And fifty other Things beſide—) 
All filent moved — with Patience heard Kat : 
Nor deign d to ſay one ſingle Mord. 


And now — pray mark the End of all —- 
How Pride muſt ever have a Fall; 
A ſtroling Trav'ller paſſing by, 
Amply reveng'd this Ribaldry; 
Upon the foul-mouth'd Heck trod, 
And left it /feleſs on the Road. 


ad 
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The M ORAL. 
RO M We this Rule we may collect — 
To treat our Betters with Reſpett ; . 
N or, Glev-worm like, our Worth proclaim, _ 
And trumpet forth our own dear Fame —— 
Leſt, in ill Hour, ſome ſudden Chance 
Proclaim our In 22 feance. 
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A PROLOGUE the Or ERA of 
ROSAMOND, as it was per- 
Form d in a Private Family in Bed- 
fordſhire. 


O Scene to Night your fix'd Attention draws 
1 9 Of Cato bleeding in his Country's Cauſe ; 

No ſhackel'd Bajazet, with impious Rage, 
Mouths at his Fate, and ſhakes our humble Stage; 


No ſuff 'ring Innocence bids Virtue weep, 


Nor whining Heroes — lull you faſt aſleep: 
And yet ſo moving is our well-wrought Ditih, 


| Your Terror 'twill excite — as well as Pity : 
I. 1 = 


_ os — — — 


—— — 2 — 
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No feign'd Cataſtrophe — but real Woe — 
Such as drew Tears Five Hundred Years ago. 


Relentleſs — fierce — an Eleanor appears, 
While Roſamond with Eyes brim-fu Il of 7. ears, 
Her «navailing Hands for Mercy rears 
In Neuth and Beauty's Prime condemn'd to — 
The _ Stings of lawleſs, guilty Love. 


Such is the Treat to which you're All invited, 
Nor, for its Author's Sake, ſhou'd it be lighted, 
Rich the Repaſt, the niceſt Fudge muſt Nn, 
That boaſis the Genius of an Add: en. 

No kind Indulgence need we aſk to Night, 
Cou'd we but All — as well as He cou'd Write : 


But tho each Line of that fam d Bard ſo terſe is, 


He once — as well as J — made * Nonſenſe Verſes: 
At 


—— 


— e— — »„— — „ * „ ttt. Ga. 4 
* — * * 


* Spoken by a young 8 who was 2 22 
Sebolor. — _ | 
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At Excellence arriv'd by low Degrees, 

Doubtful of Fame — he ſtrove, like us, to pleaſe — 
Weak was his Flight — and rude his firſt Efjay 
Till bolder Pinions wing'd him on his Way. 

So We from low Attempts may hope to riſe — | 
and emulate the Skies. 


Soar to his Pitch 


ee 1 155 e 685 — 


* 
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N CE more fair Roſamond ſtarts up before ye 
What hink you of her diſmal - diſmal Story * 
One Hour, in Henry's Arms — all briſk and airy 
The next — a filent Ghoft in Charon's Wherry': 
From Life and Love for ever doom d to part, | 
 Unrival'd Miſtreſs of a Monarch's Heart; 
12 
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A hapleſs Victim to the frantic Spleen 
Of a revengeful -— furious — jealous Queen. 


From Jealouſy, cou'd Bow'r, or Knighthood ſcreen us, 
How much good Love might have been /har'd be- 
- tween us? 5. ee Fa 
But Eleanor, the winding Mazes paſt, 
Spight of Sir T; ruſty, found me out at laſt ; 
My gaudy Schemes at one rude Blow did croks, | 
And, ſure — no Sweetmeat &er had ſourer Sauce. 
0 

Wben batb'd in Tears I quaff'd the deadly Bowl, 
Did it not pierce you to the very Soul ? 
Or with a prudiſh Matron's haughty Air, 
Did you not triumpb o'er th unhappy Pair? 
Conſcious, your ſelves, of no ſuch Slip, nor Failing — 
Proclaim your Innocence — by downright Railing ? 
And, hugely richled with the deep Diſtreſs, 
Cry — filthy Hurt! She deſerves no leſs — 
As if "I Virtue ne'er erects her Throne, 
N or boaſts her Sway, but in a Heart of Stone. 
| | Periſh 
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Periſh that Thought ! and let your Sighs declare 


This Circle as co 22 zonate as fair; 
Like Heav'n with Pity let your Boſoms melt, 
And ſpare the Guilty — tho you hath the Guilt. 


[ Going off the Stage — returns again. 


But hold — the Moral, like Friend Bayes's Plot, 
The Cream of all — I'd quite and clean forgot — 


Mai dens beware — guard well your eaſy Heart 
Nor play, too idly, with Love's treach'rous Darts; 
Warn'd by my Fate, let each ſoſt Virgin pray 
For a kind Sweetheart —. in an honeſt way 
Be chaſte, as Fond, nor ever deign to /hine, 
That Wretch in State — a guilty Concatbine | 
Whoe'er, for Pomp or Pleaſure, Virtue barter, 
Like Roſamond, will find they've caught a Tartar, 


r 
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AM EPIGRAM. 


Occafion'd by an AuTaoR's criticiſing and 
altering a POEM written by a young 


LADY. 


ECURELY mayſt Thou mangle others Senſe, 
Supream in Dulineſs, as in Impudence ; 
For ever vent thy Spleen gainſt Vit and Fire, 


And no one Thing, but what's thy own, admire — 
Bleſs'd Chance. from Crituc's Rage thy Works are freed, 


For ere we Criticiſe — we're bound to Read. 


258. 


1 


The PotTICcar MISCELLANY. 119 


A PROLOGUE 


To the Fxetz-Masons PLAY. 
Am 1731. 


A ſome crack'd Chym}, of projecting Brazn, 
Much for Diſcovery — but more for Gain — 
With 74“ inceflant Labours, Puffs and Blows, 
In ſearch of ſomething Nature won't diſchſe ; 
At length his Crucibles, and Meaſures broke, 
His fancy'd Gains evaporate in Smoke 3 
So ſome, preſumptuous, ſtill attempt to trace 
The guarded Symbol of our Ancient Race : 
Emnwrapp'd in venerable Gloom it lies, 
And mocks all Sight — but of a Maſor's Eyes: 
1 Like 
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Like the fam'd Stream enriching /Egypt's Shore ; 
All feel its Uſe 
All Ages ſtill muſt owe, and ev'ry Land ©” 
Their Pride and Safety — to the Maſon's — 
Whether for gorgeous Domes renown'd afar, 
Or Ramparts ſtrong to ſtem the Rage of War ; 

All we behold in Earth — or circling Air —— 
Proclaims the Pow'r of Compaſſes and Square; 
The Heav'n-taught Science, Queen of Arts appears, 
Eludes the Ruft of Time — and Waſte of Years — 
Thro' Form and Matter are her Laus diſplay'd, 
Her Rules —the ſame by which the World was made. 


but Few its Source explore. 


Whatever Virtues grace the ſocial Name, 
Thoſe we profeſs --- on Thoſe we found our Fame; 
| Wiſely the Lodge looks down on Tinſel State, 

Where, only, to be Good is — to be Great : 

« Such Souls by. Inſtin& to each other turn, 
Demand Alliance, and in Friendſhip burn; 
No ſhallow Schemes — no Stratagems, nor Arts 
Can break the Cement that unites their Hearts. 
4 „„ Then 
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Then let pale Envy rage — and ev'ry Name 
Of Fools, miſtaking Infamy for Fame ; 
Such have all Countries, and all Ages borne, 
And ſuch all Countries, and all Ages ſcorn —— 
Glorious the Temple of the Syluan Queen, 
Pride of the Werld, at Epheſus was ſeen ; 
A witleſs Mretch — the Pritchard of thoſe Days — - 
Stranger to Virtue — and unknown to Praiſe — - 
_ Crooked of Soul, and fond of any Name, 
Conſign'd the noble Monument to * : 
Vain Madman! if ſo thinking to deſtroy 
The Art — which cannot but with Nature die 
Still will the Craft — till ſhall his Name ſurvive — . 
And in our Glory, his Diſgrace ſhall live. 


2 


HAP. 
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HAPPINESS. 


ISTAKEN Nan / 'tis all a Cheat — 


Who loads his Hands with precious Stone, 
And finks in Beds of ſofteſt Down? 

Whoſe Limbs proud Purple does infold, 
Whoſe rich Wines foam in ſculptur'd Cold; 
Who gluts himſelf with coſtlieſt Meat, | 
And hills in Canopies of State ; 

Whoſe loaded Barn, alone, contains 

The Product of all Lybia's Plains. 

No, no —— not all this Pamp can give 


The Wretch, a Right, to ſay — I Live: 


Tis not to fear but bravely dare 
The Worſt that Fortune can prepare; 


Doſt think him happy who is Great? 


Above 
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Above all Ill, thy Soul to raiſe, 

And ſpurn the Vulgar's empty Praiſe ; 
Defy the Tyrant's brandiſh'd Sword, 
True to Thyſelf — thy own ſole Lord 
This can, alone, true Biſs create, 

This, only, make Thee truly Great, 

And fix Thee bove the Reach of Fate. 


REPEN- 
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CU e 5K 
RE PEN TAN CE. 


| J. 
TTENDANTS apart, 
I examin'd my Heart, 
Laſt Night when I laid me to Rt; 
And, methinks, I'm znchr'd 
Toa Change of my Mind, i 
For — you know — Second Thoughts are the bef. 


II. 
To retire from the Croud, 
| And to make Ourſelves good, 
| 8 By avoiding of ev'ry Temptation, 
W Is in Truth, to reveal 
| What we'd better conceal, 
I ö That our Paſſons want ſome Regulation. 
=. | : . 
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a 
'Twou'd much more redound 
Io our Praiſe, to be found | 
In a World, ſo abounding with Evil, 
| Unſpotted and pure; 
Tho' not ſo demure, 


And to wage open War with the 83 


IV. 
So bidding, Farewell, 
| To all Thoughts of a Cell, 
T1 prepare for this Militant Life, 
If brought to Diſtreſſ, 
Why, then, Tll confeſs, 
And do Penance in ſhape of a Wife. 


EPI- 


_— 
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r 
On Miſs C—II—n. 


FN ͤ gentleſt Manners, ever form'd to pleaſe ; 
The mildeft Temper — ever bleſt with Eaſe; 
An humble Mind --- a gay and gen'rous Heart — 
Good without Shew — and lovely without Art — 
Without one Thought, but did from Virtue flow ; 
Without one Viſb, but ſuch as Heav'n might know? 
Glad to oblige — and fearful to offend — 
A kind Companion - and a faithful Friend: 
To cover little Failings ever prone, | 
Blind to all others — conſcious of her Own — 
Fond to give Praiſes — ſtill her Own wou'd be 
The only Merit which ſhe cou'd not fee: 
"nr * To 


— - ” 
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To ev'ry Vanity ſo much a Foe; 

She lh d that Virtue which the bluſh'd to ſbew. 
In Life's fair Spring, (ſo Heav'n defign'd her Doom) 
Untimely hurry'd to the filent Tomb : | 


If Beauty alks — If Virtue claims a Tear -— 
Stop, gentle Paſſenger — and ſhed it Bere. 


Nt A m:. Rb fer R 


ANOTHER. 


Upon a CHILD. 


| ERE Innocence and Beauty lies — whoſe Breath 
= Was ſnatch'd by early, not untimely Death ; 

Hence was ſhe ſnatch'd, juſt as ſhe did begin 

Sorrow to know — before ſhe new to Sin —— — 

Death that can Sin and Sorrow thus prevent, 

Is the next Bleſſing to a Life wwell-ſpert. 
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The FARMER and the WESEL. 
Pp. Lib. 1. Fab. 22. 


WESEL, once, who long had been 
The Ozgect of a Farmer's Spleen, 


(or all his wonted Gale forſaken,) 
In evil Hour was KO and taten. 


«© O ho! with Hodge --- I have you now — 
Then aim'd to ſtrike the deadly Bo; N 
But giving way to Pray'rs and Tears, 
A while, his guilty Life he ſpares; 
And, as the Culprit did beſeech, 

Juſt paus d to hear his dying Speech: 
When thus with rueful Air and Grace; "RN 
He made the * of a bad Caſe. 


«© Sweet 
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„Sweet Sir, quoth He — your Wrath ſuſpend ; 
Nor murder Me your deareſt Friend, 
« Who, till the Moment I was taken, 
« Have; ceaſeleſs, watch'd your Cheeſe and Bacon; 
« From Mice, thoſe Foes to Man ! ſet free | 
« Your Stables — Barns — and Granary : 
« No Self-regards J ever knew, 
ws But to your Int'refts firm and true ; 


Have prey'd on Them who prey'd on Tow. 


« Quoth Hodge — were This as you pretend, 


In Me you wou'd not want a Friend; 


FF © You've rid my Farm of Mice, tis true,. 


But rid me of my Bacon too; 


e Ves, to my Cy, too well I know 


A 


« What to thy Vigilance I owe; 
Of Eggs and Paultry quite bereft, 
My Dame has not one Chicken left ; 


« Of Pidgeons, too, each murder'd Brood, 


« 


A 


« Shews how you've labour for my G 
. I. K And 
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* And, thus, to pay the mighty Deb, 
« Ill lay Thee fprauling at my Feet.” 


; Scarce had he ſaid —— when at a Blow, 
He ſent him to the Shades below. 


_ 


MOR A L. 


l 


H Us UPrers, charitably bent, 


So Rome, inſatiate ſtill of Bleed, 
Lays waſte Mankind for their Souls Good. 
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A Will aid your Wants — for Cent per Cent: 


On 
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—_ 
On giving the Name of GEORGIA 
0 a Part ef CAROLINA, 


HILE, rip' ning ſlow, the future Purpoſe lay, 
And conſcious Silence plann'd the op' ning 
Way; 
Kind, o'er the riſing Scheme, an Angel hung, 
And dropp'd this Counſe! from his Guardian Tongue. 


Wiſh you this Way, the * Roya Pair inclin'd ? 
To Carolina, be a Georgia 1 
Then ſhall both Colonies ſure progreſs make, 
Endear'd to Either, for the Other's Sake ; 


Georgia ſhall Carolina's Favour move, 
And Carolina bloom by GeoRGE's Love. 
K 2 VERSES 


n 8 — 


hs. As 


* King George II. and Queen Caroline. 


— 


VERSES left on King WILLIAM" 


Grave in WESTMINSTER ABBEY. 


* IN Greece conſult no more, or haughty Rome, 
For Worth or Virtue -—- mew this Royal 
Tomb 
Hendath whoſe Shade, more ſacred Dee! is wept, 
Than in their Urns, or Te emples, ever ſlept : 
Cæſar had Courage — but the Tyrant's Name 
And Rome enſiav'd, obſcur'd the Victor 's Fame. 
Cato had Honour — but the Dagger near, 
When Dangers preſs d, betray d the Patriot's Fear ; 
His Triumphs, one, by dire Oppreſſion, __ 
And One, his Virtues by his Weakneſs ſtain'd 


. 
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Britain's lov'd King did with each Roman vye; 
As warm for Freedom —— as reſolv'd to Die: 


Without his Guilt, did Cz/ar's Laurels wear, 
And boaſted Cato's Fame, without his Fear. 


FFC 


A SONG 


J. 


\ HOW cou'd I venture to love one like Thee, 
Or you not contemn a poor Conqueſt like Me ! 
On Lords, thy Admirers, you look with Diſdain, 
And know I am Nething — yet pity my Pain —— — 
' You ſaid, when they teaz d you with Nonſenſe and 
Doſh 
When real the Paſſion —— the Vanity's leſs —— 
You faw thro” that Silence which others deſpiſe, 
And while Beaux were talking, read Love in my Eyes. 
| K 3 KL” 
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IT. 


In vain wou'd I praiſe you, or ſtrive to reveal, 
Too nice for Expreſſion, what only we feel ; 
In all that you do -- in each Look, and each Mien, 
The Graces, in waiting, adorn you, unſeen ; 


When 1 ſee you, I love you — and hearing, adore-- 


I wonder — and think you a Voman no more 
Till mad with admiring, I cannot contain, 


And kiſſing thoſe Lips — you grow Woman again. 


III. 


With Thee in my Boſem, how can I deſpair / 
I'll gaze on thy Beauty --- and look away Care -- 
5 | Hr 


* T hope the late Author's Friends will forgive the Liberty I 
have here taken to leave out one whole Stanza, when I afſure 
them twas with great Reluctance that I denied myſelf the Plea- 

fare of inſerting what has no Fault, but That of being too Paſ- 


feonate. | 
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I'll aſk thy Advice, when with Trouble oppreſs d, 
Which never diſpleaſes — yet always is Beſt -— 

In all that I write -- I'll thy Judgment require — 
Thy Taſte ſhall correct, what thy Love did inſpire 5 
I'll kiſs Thee, and preſs Thee, till Touth is all o'er, 
And live on thy Friendſhip, when Paſſion's no more. 
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The TIPPLING PHILOSOPHERS. 
L 
IOGENES, ore ſevero, 


I | Qui Macedonem oblatravit, 
Gratia Veritatis in Mero, 


Se ſzpe Mero reereavit ; 
Donec Iro pauperior factus, 

Cyathique repulſus honore, 
Pro ſede Cadum ſibi nactus, 

Doki requievit Odore. 


II. 
Heraclitus, Amyſtide plenaà, 
Cor extulit exhilaratus, 
At, deficiente Lagend, 
Py Lachrymavit inebriatus. 
| Tneptias 


EN * 5, 
- © * . pa 
2 


e POET ICAL MISCELLANY. 137 


teptias Hominum flebat, 
Ut inique percrebuit Rumor z . 
Gracarier atqui ſolebat, 


Dum Ocellis erumperet Humor. 


III. 


Democritus, uſque gaviſus, 
Placuit ſibi Vina b:bendo z 
Movitque ad Pocula riſus, 
Furentis ad inſtar a gendo: 
Cumque facro Liquore perfuſus, 
Infanire libebat affatim, 
Iteraret hilariter luſus 


Siccorum in Sobrietatem, 


IV. 


Copernicus item agnovit 
Acumen in Arte bibend; X 
Quz fides Igenii movit, 
Modules variatque nitendi; 
Venaſque 
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Venaſque PINE inflatus, 
Cum Ingenio titubanti, 
Simul Orbem eſt vertere ratus, 


Rote pariter volutanti. 


= - 


Hebes Ariſtoteles Artium, 
Si Vinum fuiſſet negatum; 
Quodque damus Luxuriæ * Partium, 
Vineæ referatur enatum : 
Ventrem Ille, (fi Fame credatis) 
Vel Gurgitis inſtar habebat ; 
Utque Potiis ſuppeteret ſatis, 
Se pronum in Æquor agebat. 


VI. 


* Partium — in the Senſe here us'd is certainly wrong — but 
thus it ſtands in the Original, which never paſs'd the Author” s 
cor recting H and, who is ſince dead, 


* 8 
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VI. 


Cum Pyrrho negantia Modum 


Sua labra Mero proluiſſet, 


Nil cerneret udus eodem 


Quo Sobrius ante vidiſſet; 


Hilarique Scyphorum Uſura 


Sentiens, modo fixa moveri, 


Nihil inde, in Rerum Natura, 


Statuit Veritatis haberi. 


VII. 


Solon, Omen Acbaiæ gratum, 
Qui Legibus auxit Athenas, 

Craſum abnuit eſſe beatum, 
Tagi licet inter Arenas. 

At in Orbem pocula movit 
Celer, abſtinuitque /oquendo, 

Sapiens, quoniam bene novit, 


Madidis profuiſſe tacende, 
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VIII. 
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VIII. 


Socrates, quoque Nectare mulſit 
18 juxta Letitie Morem, 
Ebri ague rogatus indul/it 
Sapientiæ Phebus honorem. 
Sua Gaudia ſera ſolebat 
Producere Noctis in Horas; 
Hinc Conjugis rixas borrebat 


Reſonantis in Aure canoras. 


IX. 


rn 
r n eee eee eee 6 
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Theophraſius, Eloquii Decus, 
Provocare in Vina Sodales 
Suevit; utque moveret Iacchus, 
Lugſitaret, ut impiger, Alas. 
Faciliſque ridere, jocari 
Fabulas crepitaret Aniles, 
Ratus uſque facetè nugari 
Cœtus animare viriles. 
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X. 


Seneca, Probitatis honeſtæ, 
Monuit veneranda Neronem z 
Furtimque fuligine Te/e, 
Tulit acre Scientiæ donum. 
Neque Yates inania finxit, 
Quippe, fato inſtante, Securus, 
Sua Sanguine Balnea tinxit, | 
Quaſi fonte Meri moriturus. 


XI. 


Non Diſcipulos imbuiſſet 
Pythagoras Arte tacendi, 

Niſi ſæpe potu meminiſſet 

Sibi Vim periiſſe ouendi; 

Tum, neſcia Mens otiari, 
Premeret licet Amphora Vocem, 

Maleſana cœpit Meditari 

Vertigine Metempſychoſim. 


XII. 
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XII. 


Animi, Cato fortis, auſteri 
Scrutarier improba Morum, 
Bene geſtiit addere, Meri, 
Virtutibus, igne, Calorem. 
Hic fi Nepos Arte bibiſſet, 
Superaſſet Amyſtide Sortem ; 
Neque Dextra ſuperbe dediſſet 
Temerariâ Cuſpide, Mortem. 


XIII. 


| Plato, Philoſophiæ Princeps, 

| Niſi plenids Ore bie er 

Nectareo, ſcripta deinceps 
Czl:/tia Nemo legiſſet. 

Hoc ſupra Mortalium Leges 
Animas docet eſſe facetas, 


| Hinc eſt quod habuimus Reges, 
Phileſsphos atque Poetas. | 
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LUNILLA': Complaint for the Loſs 


of her PARROr. 


* 


HERE two tall Oaks combine their friend- 
ly Shade, | 

In filent Voe was fad Lunilla laid; 
Her Head reclin'd, ſhe heav'd a mournful Sigh, 
And frequent Tears ran trickling from each Eye; 
Her feather'd Fav rite by her Side was plac d, 
Who now (Oh! fad Reverſe!) had breath'd his Laſt. 
At length ſhe wrung her Hands, and tore her Hair, 
And vented thus, the Ravings of Deſpair, 


No 
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No Grief like mine -- no Fate like Tj Bine, ſhe cry'd, 


Since Venus wept — or lov'd Adonis dy'd. 


Be dumb, ye warbling Choir, your Strain give o'er, 


For Poll, your Glory once, is now zo more! 


II. 


II Ledbid's Sparrow juſtly claim'd a Tear, 
You more than twenty thouſand Sparrows were; 


I ſought thee early — and I watch'd thee late — 


And little heeded thy approaching Fate: 
For Theel {kimm'd the Bow), and brown'd the Toaſt; 


Juſt Heaven / muſt al] this pious Care be lot! 


For Thee a Magazine of Nuts I hid; 
Cou'd Care have ſav' d thee, thou hadſt never 4 . 


Ah!] what is Care, if Fate muſt have its Will, 
Tho' Fevers ſpare us — yet the Pip can kill 


Be dumb, &c. 


| III. 
Tho' late thy ev'ry Charm with Joy Ive d, 


By fad Reflectior, now my Pain's renew'd : 
| 85 1 
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| Yet Juſtto Thee —I will thy Praiſes ſpeak — 

And tell thy Graces, tho' my Heart ſhou'd break : 

Red was thy ſpreading Jail bright grey thy Coat— 

Thy dear, dear Tongue —— like a Piſtacho Nut: 

Envy'd by Beaux and Smarts, thou oft wou'dit fp 

The Quinteſſence of Nectar from my Lip: 

Thy Scream was charming —— graceful was thy 

Walk — | 

And Thou wou'dſt Talk !-— good Gods! how thou 
wou'dſt Talk! 
Be dumb, Cc. 


IV. 

Cou'd e' er I ſee (but ſure I never can) 
Half thy Perfections, in that Creature, Man 
I might an Ear to proffer d Love incline, 
And think him no mean Of ring at my Shrine : 
I might endure him. — but I plainly feel 
I ſhou'd not — cou'd not — love him half ſo well. 
Oh! had Minerva view d thee with my Eyes, 
And known, like me, thy Excellence to prize; 

Sa. L. 1 She 
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She had, e'er this, diſcarded her own Ow), 
And, for the Bird of Wiſdom — taken Poll. 
Be dumb, &c. 


V. 

Thus wail'd Zunilla— Love and Venus heard, 
And ſtrait to ſooth the ſoft Ditreſs prepar d; 
Miſtaken Girl the Queen of Beauty cry d, 

Are there no Parrots in the World beſide? 
Look round the wide Domains of fruitful Nature, 
You'llſee Po//itamp'd on many a thoughtleſs Feature; 


Myrtillo, Strephon, Colin — Thouſands more — 

Who well can pleaſe you for an idle Hour, 
I'll fingle One, ſaid Love, ſhall do't t'a T7tthe, 

Talk full as much — as well — and think as little. 


Renew ye feather d Choir, renew your Strain, 


Lunilla dries her Tears, and ſeeks the Plain. 


AS? 
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4 DIALOG between the 
POET ws FRIE NA 


| 


POET. 


HY wears my penſive Friend that gloomy 
Brow? 
Say, whence proceeds th' imaginary Moc? 
What proſp'rous Villain haſt thou met to Day, 
Or has afflicted Virtue croſs d thy Way? 
Is it ſome Crime unpuniſh'd you deplore, 
Or Right ſubverted by injurious Pow'r ? 
1 = £4 Be 
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Be This, or That the Caufe, tis wiſely done 
To make the Sorroui of Mankind your Own ; 


1 Your Cares are in a hopeful way to ceaſe, 
If you muſt find Perfection, to find Peace. 5 


* 


But wreak thy Malice, vent thy ſtifled Rage, 
Inveigh againſt the Times, and laſh the Age. 
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Perhaps, juſt recent from the Court you come, 


Oer Public Il to ruminate at Home ; 
1 Say — which of all the Yretches thou haſt ſeen, 
1 Has thrown a Mor ſel to thy haughty Spleen ? 
What worthleſs Member of that medly 7. 1 
Who baſely Acis — or tamely ſuffers Wrong ; 
He who to Nothing. but his Int'refts, true, 


> I " * 8 — 
1 22 


Cajoles the Foo! he's working to unde ; ” 
Or that more deſpicable, tim'rous Slave, 4 
Who knows himſelf abus'd, yet hugs the Krave? 


Such 


E. 
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Such Thoughts as Theſe ſhou'd never ſtir the Rage 
Of youthful Gall Reflection comes with Age — 
Tis our decaying Life's Autumnal Fruit, 

The bitter Produce of her lateſt Shoot; 
When ev'ry Bloſſom of the Tree is dead, 

Enjoyment ww:ther'd, and our Wiſhes fled ; 

Wine till is in its Spring, on ev'ry Bough 
Fair Plenty blooms, and youthful Odours blow; 
Seaſon of Joy too early to be Wiſe 
The Time to covet Pleaſure, not deſpiſe; 

Yours is an Age when Trifles ought to pleaſe, 
To ſoon for Reaſon to attack thy Eaſe; 
Tho' ſtill the Hour ſhall come, when thou ſhalt 


Ee 


know 
"Tis vain Fruition all — and empty Shew. 
But late examine — late inſpec Mankind — 
If ſeeing, pains —— tis Prudence to be Blind: 


Let not their Vices yet employ thy Thoughts, 
Laugh at their Follies, ere you weep their Faults ; 
E. A 3 Ang 
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And when (as ſure you muſt) at laſt you find 


What Things they are, reſolve to arm your Mind; 


Too nicely never their Demerits ſcan ; 


And, of their Virtues, make the moſt you can ; C 
Silent aver? the Miſchief they intend, 

And croſs — but ſeem not to diſcern — their End : 

If they prevail, ſubmit — for Prudence lies 


In ſuff ring well -— tis equally unwiſe 


To ſee the jury we won't reſent, 
Or mourn the Evil, which we can't prevent. 


"FRIEND. 


You counſel well to bid me arm my Mind — 
Wou'd the Receipt were eaſy, as tis ind! 
But bard it is for Miſery to reach 
That Fortitude Proſperity can teach. 

Cou'd 1 forbid what has been, to have been, 
Or lodge a Doubt on Truths myſelf have ſeen ; 
Cou'd I diveſt Remembrance of her Pow'r, 
And ſay — collect theſe Images no more — 
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No more let paſt Events ſurvive in you, 

In Lights too faithful uther'd to my View: 

Cou'd I but drive Senſation from my Breaſt, 

Or charm her wakeful Faculties to Reſt : 

Cou'd I my Nature, and my ſelf ſubdue, 

I might the Method you preſcribe, purſue — 

But if from real Cauſes we endure, 

If Reaſon's our Diſeaſe, and not the Cure; 

Then ſeeming Eaſe is all we can obtain, 
As one who long familiariz'd to Pain, 

Still feels the Smart — but ceaſes to complain, 


Tho? young in Life, yet long inur'd to Care, 

Thus I, ſubmiſſive, ev'ry Evil bear; 
If unexpected Ils, alone, are hard, 
Mine ſhou'd be /ight, who am for all prepar d; 
No Diſappointment can my Peace annoy, 
Diſuſe has wean'd me from the Hope of Jay; 
The vain Purſuit for ever I give o'er, 

Repuls'd, 1 firive — betray's, I truſt os more. 
| L 4 Mane 
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Mankind I know — their Nature — and their Art 
Their Vice; theiroun — their Virtue, but a Part — 


I play d to oft, that all the Cheat can tell, 


And dang rous, only, when tis ated well : 


In diff rent Claſſes rang'd, a diff rent Name 


Attends their Practice — but the Heart's the ſame : 


This /hews the Fre — That hides it in the Friend -— 


The Road is various but the ſame the End-— 


Their Hate, is Int'reft — Int'reft too, their Love--- 


On the ſame Springs, theſe diff rent Engines move; 
That ſharpens Malice, and directs her Sting, 


And thence — the honey'd Streams of Flat?'ry ſpring. 


Long I fuſpefed what at laſt I know, 
I thought Men worthleſs, now I've prov'd em ſo; 
Reluftant prov'd it, by too ſure a Rule; 


I earn d my Science in a painful School; 
He buys een Wiſdom at too high a Price, f 


Who pays my ſad Experience to be Wiſe. 


* 


The Po TICAL MisCELLANY. 153 


Why did I hope, by ſanguine Vieus poſleſs'd, 
That Virtue harbour'd in a human Breaſt? 

Why did I zruft to Flatt'ry's ſpecious Wile, 

The April Sun-ſhine of her tranſient Smile 1 

Why diſbelieve the Leſſons of the Wiſe, 

Who taught me young to pierce her thin Diſguiſe? 
I thought their Rancour, not their Prudence, ſpoke; 
That Age, perverſe, in falſe Inveclives broke ; 

I thought their Comments on this gaudy Scene, 

Th · Effects of Phlegm —— and dictated by Sphen : 
That jealous of the Toys themſelves were paſt, 

Their Envy try'd to pall their Children's Taſte: 
Like the deaf Adder to the Charmer's Tongue, 

I gave no Credit to the Truths they ſung; 


But Happy in a viſionary Scheme, 
Still ſought Compantons worthy my Efteem 
The Tongue, the Heart's Interpreter, I deem d, 
And judg'd of what Men were, by what they ſcem d; 
I thought each warm Profeſſor meant me fair, 
Each ſupple Sycophant, a Friend ſincere ; 
1 The 
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The ſolemn ypocrite, whole cloſe Deſign 
M;rth never interrupts, nor Love, nor Wine; 
Who, ſtill attentive to what Others ſay, 
Obſerves, to wound -- and queſtions, to betray ; 
Diſcuſſing ev'ry Secret, but his Own, 
Collecting A — communicating None ; 
Him, asthe Guardian of my private Thought, 
In Morning Councils (cool Refokoes, ) J fought; 
To him ſtill open, cautionleſs, conſt gu 4 
The inmoſt Treaſure of my ſecret Mind; 
My Toys and Griefs, delighted to impart, 
In facred Confidence, unmix'd with Art; 
That dang'rous Pleaſure of an honeſt Heart! 
Whene'er T purpos'd to unbend my Soul 
In ſocial Banguets, where the circling Bowl 
To Glaanefs lifts all Sorrow — but Deſpair 
And gives a tranſient Lethe to our Care, 
I choſe the Men whoſe Talents entertain, 
And ſeaſon Converſe with a lively train; ; 
Who, thoughtleſs till, by Hope, nor Fear perplext, 
Enjoy the preſent Hour, and riſque the next : 


Theſe 
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Theſe, not the ſlothful Luxury of Baſs, 
Soft Beds of Down, nor balmy Slumbers pleaſe ; 
While wakeful K7ngs, on purple Couches, own © 
The ſecret Sorrows of their envy'd Crown ; 
And wait revolving Light, with ſhorter Reft, 
Than e'en thoſe Vxetches by their Pow'r oppreſs'd 4 55 
This jocund Train, devoted to Delight, 

In chearful Vigil ſtill prorrac the Night, 
Nor dread the Cares approaching with the Day, 
Thro' each Viciſſitude, for ever gay. 


With ſuch I cammun d, pleasd when I cou'd find 
Receſs ſo grateful to the active Mind; 
And while the Youths in ſprightly Conteſts try, 
With hum'rous le — or appoſite Reply — 

| or inoffenſive Jeſt — 
(The Zeft of Wit) to glad the lengthen'd Feaſt; 
My Soul! cry'd I — depend upon their T; ruth, 


Or am'rous Song 


For Fraud inhabits not the Heart of Nouth —— 
Indulge thy Genius here — be free — be ſafe — 
Mirth is their Aim — They covet but to Laugh : 


Pure 
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Pure from Deceit, as ignorant of Care, 
Their Friendſhips, and their Joys, are both ſincere ; 

I judg'd their Nature, like their Humour, good, 

As if the Heart depended on the Blood ; 

And that the Seeds of Honeſty muſt grow 

Where-ever Health reſides — or Spirits flow. 


1 fee my Error — but I ſee too late 


"Tis Vain Inſpection to look back on Fate; 
What are the Men whom moſt efteem'd we find, 
But T/ boſe whoſe Vices are the moſt refin' d? 


Blind Preference! for Vice, like Poiſon, ſhews, 
The ſureſt Wound is in the ſubt'leſt Doſe. 


To ſuch Reflections when I turn my Mind, 
I loath my Being — and abhor Mankind. 
What Joy for Truth — what Commerce for the Tut — 
If all our Safety's founded on Diſtruſt? 

If all our Wiſdom is a mean Deceit, 

And He who proſpers, but the ableſt Cheat ? 


POET. 
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PORE 


Oh early Wiſe ! how ell haſt Thou defin'd 
The Worth -- the Foys - the Friendſhips of Mankind! | 


FRIEN D. 


Bleſs'd be the Pow'rs ! I know their abject State. 


POET. 


Yet bear with T his, and hope a better Fate: 
Thrice happy They, who femp rate, firm and wiſe, } 
Can vzeco this ſhifting Scene with ſtable Eyes ; 

Can brave it's Sorrows, and its Joys deſpiſe; 
Who look on Diſappointments, Shocks and Strife, 
And all the conſequential Ile of Life, 

Not as Severities the Gods impoſe, 


But eaſy Terms indulgent Heav'n allows 
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To Man, by ſhort Probation, to obtain 
Immortal Recompence, for tranſient Pain: 
Th' Intent of Heav'n thus rightly under/tood, 
From ev'ry Evil, we extract a Good. 
This Truth divine, implanted in the Heart, 
„ Supports each drudging Mortal thro' his Part ; 
Opens delightful Proſpects to the Blind, 
The Priendleſs hence a conſtant Succour find; 


The Wretch, by Fraud betray'd, by Pow'r oppreſs'd, 


With this Re/orative, till, ſmooths his Breast; 
This ſuff ring Virtue chears ; this Pain beguiles ; 
And decks Calamity herſelf in Smiles : = 


When Mead and Hulſe have ranſack'd ev'ry 


Rule —— 4 

7. aught in Hippccrates or Galen's School, 
Io quiet I that mock the Leach's Art, 
Which Opiates fail to dæaden in the Heart, 
This Cordial, ill, th' Licurable ſuſtains, 
He Triumphs in the ſharp, inſtructive Pains ; 

Nor like a Roman Hero, falſely Great, 
With impious Hand, anticipates his Fate; 


But 
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But waits, re/ign'd, the flow approach of Death, | 
Till that great Pow'r who gave, demands his Breath, 


Such is thy ſolid Comfort, Love Divine! 
Such ſolid Comfort, Oh my Friend, be Thine ! 
On this firm Baſis, thy Foundation lay 
Of Happineſs, not ſubject to decay. 


On Man, no more, that frail Support ! depend, 
The kindeſt Patron, or the warmeſt Friend; 
The warmeſt Friend may, one Day, prove untrue, 
And Int reſt change the kindeſt Patron s View : 
| Hear not, elate, the Fondnefſs they profeſs, 

Nor, on tlie Tryal, grieve to find it leſs ; 

With Patience, each capricious Change endure ; 
Careful to merit, where Reward is ſure : 

To Providence implicitely re/ign'd, | 
Let this Grand Precept poiſe thy wav'ring Mind. 


With partial Eyes we viem our own weak Cauſe, 
And raſhly ſcan her upright, equal Laws; 
For 


"x e ee. 9 4 
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For undeſerv d, ſhe ne'er inflifts a Moe; 

Nor is her Recompence unſure, tho' flow ; 
Unpuniſh'd, none tranſgreſs — decerv'd, none truſt — 
Her Rules are fir d— and all her Ways are Juſt. 
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Advice to a Young LAD v. 


f SSES Milk, half a Pint, take at Seven, or before, 
Then ſleep for an Hour, or Two, and no more; 
At Nine ſtretch your Arms, and ch think, when 
alone, a 8 
There's no Pleaſure in Bed — Mary — bring me my 
Slip on 7. bat ere you riſe, let your Caution be ſuch, 
Keep all Cold from your Breaſt — there's already 700 
Your Pinners adjuſted, your Twitcher ty'd on, 
Your Pray'rs at an End, and your Breakfaſt quite 
done, 7: 


For Lo ET on 
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Retire to ſome Author, improving and gay, 


And, with Senſe like your Own, ſet your Mind for 
the Day. 


At Twelve you may Walt - — * at this * Time of 


Year — 


The Sun — like your Wit — is as mild as tis clear ; 
But mark in the Meadows the Ruin of Time, 


Take the hint, and let Life be improv'd in its Prime: 
Return not in haſte — nor of Dreſſing take heed — 
For ſuch Beauty as yours no Aſiſtance can need, 
With an Appetite, thus, down to Dinner you fit, 


Where the Chief of the Feaſt is the Flow of our 


Wit : 


Let This be indule'd — and let . g⁰ round 


As it chears up your *. to your Health 'twill 
 redund: 


After Dinner two Glaſſes, at leaſt, I 8 ; 


Name the Firſt — to the King — the next — tO 


your Love. | 
| Thus 


2 ** 


* 
” i . . 
— > » 2 * 4 
hy b.&. i . „ 3 Hr EE” 


= * September, 
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Thus chearful, with Wiſdom, with Innocence, gay, 
And calm with your Joys, gently ſide thro' the Day : 
The Dews of the Ev'ning moſt carefully /bun ; 

They are Tears of the Sky, for the Loſs of the Sun. 
Then chat -- or with Play, or a Dance, or a Song, 
Let the Night, like the Day, glide with Pleaſure 
r 
All Cares, but of Love, baniſh far from your Mind, 
And Thoſe you may end, when you pleaſe to be king. 


Z 
* =. I - $ * 
Kay bes 


a 


164 The PotTicat MiscELILANv. 


. FANG A FR 
WW - 


#: SON G: 


N ſome kind Dream ypon her Heal, 
And ſiyly all I beg reveal —— 
Breathe gently, in Lucinda's Ears, 
Words full of Zove, but full of Fears ; 
Such Yordsas may prevail like Pray rs 
From a poor, dying Martyr's Tongue, 
By the ſweet Voice of Pity ſung: | 
Wake the more ſoft inchanting Lute, 
To ſtrike her cold Repulſes mute ; 
This may inſenſibly impart 
My tender Wiſhes to her Heart. 
Ws And 


p » 
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And by a ſympathetic Force 
So tune its Strings to Love's Diſcourſe, 
That when my Griefs-compel a Groan, 
Her Sighs may eccho to my Mean. 
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' 4 POETICAL EPISTLE 
5 To DANIEL. W, E/q; 


Seribimus indahi. 


AS Thoſe who frequently reſc 1 

34 To Balls — to Tea-Tables — and Court— 
Tho”, as to Breeding, they before 

Were leſs polite than — Arthur M—re; 

Slide by Degrees into the Faſhzon, 

(Such is the Force of Converſation, ) 

So I —— who erſt have oft in vain, 

Dan Phoebus, and his Virgin Train, 

Invol'd, till I was hoarſe again; 1 

* MT And 
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And aſter writing Pages full, 

Have found much Cry, but little Moo; 
By reading Authors I admire, 
Such as inimitable Prior, 
Le Hit and Daniel JV; r——y, Eſq; 
Am grown a very rhiming Eff, 
And always phaſe — at leaſt my ſeff —— _ 
Attempt to fing the Fair One's Praiſe, i 
And crown my Head with fancied Bays. 


Since then, to you, dear Friend, I owe 
The Wreaths that ſhade poetic Brow, 
Hear me relate by what Degrees 
I foar'd ſuch lofty Heights as theſe. 


With Finger tap'd againſt my No A 

| I meaſur'd firſt froe Feet of Proſe ; | 

This was blank Verſe — ſo far, at leaſt, 

I've gain'd my Point — now for the reſt — 

But ſure this Rbiming might be ſpar d; 

This Rhiming is confounded hard — 
: M 4 Bleſs'd 


* 

* * 
* 
Re» 
3 


Will never gain the Ladies Pra; iſe 
Vet on no Crutch wou' d I rely, 
No Biſhe's Art of Poetry, 
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Bleſs d Milton who wou'd never n 
The Fetters under which I groan : 
But he, Great Bard] with Senſe profound 


Makes ev'ry lofty Page abound, 


And charms with ſomething more than — Sound 
We a degen' rate, ſcribling Tribe, + 

Are forc'd with Sounds the Ear to bribe 

And Wit's ſo ſcarce in theſe hard Times, 

'Tis cheaper far to deal ! in Rhimes : | 

With jingling Rhimes together ty'd 

A ſhameful Dearth of Senſe we hide. 

Well — Rhime 1 muſt, or elſe my Loy 


Or Crambo Acct dence had 3 


1 No Book to teach that — cooling Breeze: — 


Wou'd jingle well to — . ſhady Trees 
Or if I fung Clariſſa's Breaſt, 


The next ſoft Line muſt end — be pre — 
Whate er 
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Whate'er I un, tho' coarſe and plain, 
Was ſpun from my own proper Brazn.- 
Thus being equipp'd, I next in Courſe, 

Of Phæbus, beg'd a winged Horſe ; oe 
Not of that curſed head-ſtrong Brood, 
For which ambitious Phaëton ſu d; 
Vet neither wholly Fire — nor Mood. 
Th indulgent Father grants my Boon, 
Leads out the S/ceed — then ſets me on —, 
And faid — hold tight the Reins — my Son! 
Careful, at firſt, I 2d along 
A ſoft, foot Pace, in Grub-ſtreet Song; 
Till, coming to a ſmoother Road, 
I trotted out into an Ode; 
Quite tir'd of That — immediately — 

I canter'd —— in an Elegy; 

Then — Ah! to bold Pindaric Lays 

TI ambled — but with little Grace 
At beſt, twas but a ſhuffling Pace. 
At length, by Cuſtom having gain'd 
A firmer Seat, and ſteadier Hand, 


 Headlong 
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Headlng 1 ruſh, with flacken'd Rein, 


Full gallop — in the Epic Strain, 
And bound, and thunder o'er the Plain. 


If then, a Poer I am deem'd, 
If any Verſe of mine's efteem'd ; 
If any Laurels ſhade my Brow, 
To you, Great Bards ! my Thanks I owe ; 
To thoſe great Bards whom I admire, 
Such as inimitable Prior, 
| Le H, & Daniel 1.9) Eſq; 


4 


- —— — rr — — — — ag — _— 
7 > . 
n : 
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On the Du—eſs of R— ch—nd. 


HAT do Scholars, and Bards, and Philhſapbers 
mk. | 

Mean by ſtuffing one's Head with ſuch Nonſenſe and 
Lies? 

By telling one Venus muſt always appear 

In a Carr, or a Shell, or a twinkling Star, 

Drawn by Sparrows, or Swans, or Dolphins, or Doves, 

And attended, in Form, by the Graces and Loves ; 

That Ambroſia and Ne&ar is all the will taſte, 

And, her Paſport to Hearts, a Belt round her Waiſt ; 

Without all this Bale I aw the bright Dame, 

To Supper, laſt Night, to P—lt—y's ſhe came, 


In 
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In a good warm Sedan —— no fine open Carr — 


Two Chairmen, for Doves -— and a Flambeau her 
Star 


No Nectar he drank - — NO Avro ſhe eat 


Her Cup was plain Claret — and Chicken her Meat 


Nor wanted the Ce//us her Boſom to grace ; 
For R—ch——nd that N icht had ent her her Face. 


The 
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The THIRD ODE of the Sx. 
COND Boox of HORACE 
| Imitated, 


E calm, Dear Captain, and ſerene, 
However Fortune change the Scene; 
Let not a weak Exceſs of Joy, 
Or Grzef, your ſteadfaſt Mind annoy; 
Whether the Gout, (to dance a Foe,) 
With rude Attac, invade your Toe, 
And teach you the emphatic -— Oh ! 
Or whether, without Pain, you uſe 
Immortal Yerdon's ſhapely Shoes; 
Go tothe Court, the Park, the Play, 
Or lovely — fooliſh — Opera; — 
Wbetheng 


— 
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Whether the joyous Zburs you ſpend 
At Oundlk, with a hearty Friend; 


Into the various Sweets that lie 


Hid in Divine Philoſophy. 
r 


With even Mind ſerenely ſtand = E 


The Shocks of Fortunes partial Hand; 


Be ſtill yourſel, —— this preſent Hour 
Live — while to Live is in your Pow'r —= 
Soon mult ) you go the lonely Road 

Which all your Anceſtors have ?rod ; 

Soon, very ſoon, the ſame twill be 


To you, dear Captain, and to me, 


Whether, upon this mortal Sage, 

We've trod the Hero — or the Page — 

Whether we've livd in Joy, or Pain, 

So that we have not lid — in vain. 5 8 8 
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The FIRST ODE of HORACE 
es | 


To Mr. M— n. 


HO” to no Peer you are ally'd, 
Nor mark'd, dear Sir, with /ordly Pride, 

To you this humble Yerſe I ſend, 
Who, with the Critic, mix the Friend. 
Tis not for ans; as well I weet, 
Some Noble Patron's Ear to greet, 
With infant Strains, and pointleſs Wit. 
Too ſure to ſink beneath my Theme, 
And, by aſpiring, meaner ſeem ; 
Like Birds, who as they higher go, 


Still /z/5 appear, to thoſe below. 
: Let 
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let Horace, in Immortal Lays, 
Alone the 7 uſcan Knight addreſs ; 


For Polio tur- d be Virgil's Dre, EE 
Be Dorſet only ſung by Prior. | 


— 


The Dedication thus being fix'd, - © ©; 
Let us, with Horace for our Text, 


Obſerve how each Man does purſue, 
With equal Vurmth, a diff rent View; 
And forms his wild Deſires to crown 
A Summum Bonum of his Own : : 

This Lord 1 Newmarket Sports, 
Hates Bus neſs, and intriguing Courts ; 
If Chanter win the Seven to Four, 

iti His Joy's ker 


4 


17 


; . 


1 
1 
| 
| 


- he aſks no more. 


Another buſtles. in the RAS | 
And pawns his Conſcience —— to be r ; 
Tho' Law 8 inſulted Credit dies,. 


And Nations ferve » —if he but 7:/e, 


1 ar with Carter, Staff, or Key, 
1 4 a 3 Tf 
to © BleſSdas th' Immortal Gods is He,” 
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Sir Phone; embroider'd, empty, gay, 
Saunters at Court, or lolls at Play; 4 
Pleas d if the Ladies do but ſtare; 
Admire his Box — or praiſe his Arr — 
Like Bias, the conceited Ef 
Sees MM Things —— in his own * Self. 


Old Gripus, ſmiles amid his Store, 
And counts his Guineas o'er and oer ; 
 Tntrench'd in Bags he danger mocks ; 

By nothing mov'd — but Fall of Stocks. 


Curio, Book-Miſer, nightly flies 

To Auctions with inquiring Eyes, 

In hopes ſome fav'rite Piece to gain, 

A Plantan, — aſcoſan Ei | 
The Types, not Senſe, his Fancy takes; 


He Virgil loves for Aldus Sake; 


And 2Qyarles, or Bunyan, wou d revere, 
If printed by old Elaevir. 
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The Hind who tills with careful Hand 
Thy Fields, Eſexia ! happy Land ! 
Thoſe Fields you wou'd perſuade in vain 
To have, and tempt the rolling Main, 

Or Ormus — or Peru to gain. 


The bluſtring North's impetuous Roar — 
Th infidious Sand the rocky Shore — 
 Awbile the Ship-wreck'd Merchant fears, 

And cur/ing all his former Cares, 

The Ruftic's humble Foy commends, 
Secure from Rocks — and Waves — and Winds : 
But proſp'rous Gales, behold, ariſe! 

And ſmoother Seas — and clearer Skies — 
Tvite to leave the idle Coaft, 

And now all Fear in Hope is loſt ; 


He rigs his tatter'd Ship once more; 


Regardleſs of the Sweets that lie = 5 
Conceal'd in quiet Poverty. 


„„ / 


i 
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Granadbes, Cannons, Drums and Swords, 
And warlike Oaths, and thund'ring Words, 
The Tilt-Yard's furious Sparks delight, 
And lard their Talk, inſtead of Vit: 
Each Hero curſes o'er his Tea 
Peace, and its ra gged Mate — Half Pay — 
And longs to ſee the War renew'd, 

And Flanders bath'd again in Bod; 

Already he Tournay attacks 

In Thought — and ſome rich Nunn'ry ſacks — 
And bears triumphant to his Trenches 

The conſecrated Gold — and Vencbes. 

At Five Squire R:ugwwood leaves his Bed, 

(And Fame reports, his Wife unpaid,) 
His Pack of Fellow-Brutes to follow, 
And join the Conſort with his, Hallo 
Ventures his Neck to help the Sport, 
And nothing gets but Carrion for't ; 

N 2 


At 
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At Night, with Wits of equal Size, 

. March Beer all other Joys ſupplies ; 

In one eternal Circle moves 

The Jug — each Round their Noiſe improves — 
Till — fee — (for all Things yield to Fate, 

Ev'n Drinking has its ſettled Date,) 

Down ſinks the Squire, — in Ruin Great, — 
Supported reels to Bed with Pain, 

Snores, and forgets his Spouſe again, 


Me Science, lovely Matron, charms, 
The more ſhe's ſeen, the more ſhe warms 
My learned Luſt each Author fires, 
Each Art to ſome new Art inſpires : 
Now I explore, with greedy Eye, | 
The Depths of rich Philoſophy ; 
Where, with new Stores of Knowledge fraught, 
Locke paints the various Maze of Thought ; 
Now mn above each Ancient's Throne, 
Where Phenix Newton ſits alone; | 

| Strange 
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Strange Truths unfolding in each Page 
To the convinc'd, yet wond' ring Age 5 
Of ſtated Laus for ev'ry Sphere, 


And Nature wildly regular : 


Sometimes, alone, the live long Day 


Far in the tufted Grove I ſtray, 


Cam, gentle Stream ! thy Banks along, 
Smit with the Love of facred Song” 
There his ſhrill Trump, now, Homer blows, 
With all his Rage my Boſom glows ; 

Now Ovid's ſofter Meaſures move 


My yielding Scl, and all is Love; 


' Now Horace ſtrikes the ſprightly Lyre, 


And Mirth ſucceeds to fond Dejire; 


With Roſes crown'd, no more I pine, 


But loſe my Care in fancy'd Wine: 
Thus warm'd, ſometimes with vent'rous Wing 
I court the Muſe, and try to Sing; 

| N 


I try to ſing, dear Foe ! to you, 

And pay the Debt to Friendſhip due; 
O' erjcy d if you approve my Lays, 

And careleſs of all other Praiſe, 
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4 EPISTLE*® 


To a very young Lady from IT AL v. 


Our Salick Law of Wit you have deſtroy d 


Eftabli ;/h'd Female Claim, and triumpb' do, oer our pride. 
Huchxs. 


HILST you, Athenia! with unwearied Toil, 
Reap the rich Fruits of Learning's fertile Soil, 
Now ſearch whate'er Hiftoric Truth has ſhewn, 
And make the Stores of Ages paſt your Own ; 


Now crop the Bloſſoms of Poetic Flow'rs, 


And range delighted in the Muſes Bow'rs, 


Say —— will the ſweeteſt of her Sex attend 


To Lines by Friendſhip, not by Flatt' ry PO 'd, 
N 4 To 


„ SE 
- 


* Occaſion'd by reading a Poem of Mr. L—tt—t—n's, where- 
in he aſſerts that the ſole Buſineſs of the Ladies ought to be to in- 


ſpire the Paſſion of Love. 
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To Lines which wooe thy Wortb with honeſt Praiſe, 
And fill to nobler Heights that Worth wou'd raiſe; 


To Lines which dare againſt a World decide, 


And ſtem the Rage of Cuftem's roaring Tide? 


Come, then — Athenia! freely let us ſcan 


The Coward-Irſults of that Tyrant, Man ! 


Self-prats d, and graſping at deſpotic Pow r, 


He looks on Slav'ry as the Female Dow'r ; 


To Nature's Law aſcribes what Force has giv'n, 
And Uſurpation deems the Gift of Hedv'n. 


See the firſt peopled Eat, where Asa ſheds 

Her balmy Spices o'er her fertile Meads ; 

While yet th' Hrian ſtretch'd his wide Domain 
From diſtant Indus to the Cyprian Plain, 

By i impious Force all Laus of Nature broke, 

The ſofter Sex, to Sab ry's galling Yoke ; 

Bow'd their fair Necks — from ſocial Life confin'd, 
And all th' Exertions of th' enlighten'd Mind, 
| . 
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Shut in the proud Seragho's wanton Bow'rs, 

The Dalliance of the Tyrant's looſer Hours: 

By King's Examples Subjects form their Lives, 
*Satraps — Lords — Commons — had their Train of 
Wives; © 

Proportion'd Pride each petty Tyrant craves, 

And each poor Female was the Slave of Slaves. 


When Perfia next o'erturn'd th AHrian Throne, 
Shatter'd its Tyranny, and fix'd her Own ; 
The Fair diſtreſs d no milder Treatment ſaw —— 


Theirs was, alone, th' unalterable Law. 


In future Times whatever Maſters came, 
Tyrants were chung dl —— but Tyranny the ſame — 
At length t'accumulate the Female Moes, 
The curſt Impoſtor, Mabomet, aroſe ; 
Cloth'd with Prophetic Lyes, he laid his Plan 
On the ſtrong Baſis of the Pride of Man: 

T'oppreſs 


r m 8 
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Lord Lieutenants or Governors of Provinces, =» 
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T'oppreſs th d — to pierce the feeble Heart 
To arm 'gainſt tender Breaſts th invenom'd Dare 


Of pitileſs Contempt —— for this was taught 
The Pea — led Dove — and the black Koran wrote. 


« Women — the Joys of Men, and Slaves of Luſt-- 
* Women —— mere Moulds to form their outward 

«| Od | 
Hut the bright Spar+ that animates our Clay, 
ce Th' Immortal Soul, to Man alone's confin'd, 


" * ot or meanly ach on weak Womankind,” 


Accurſed Fi end ! by Hell's black Counſel abe n 
Thus to debaſe the faireſt Work of Heav'n ! 
And cou'd Religion rear her awful Head 
Fraught with ſuch Maxims? cou'd Deluſion ſpread 
From Weſtern Tangiers, and the Sun-burnt Moor, 
To the cold Tartar's ever frozen Shore ? 
Ev'n Greece, too, not exempt — Greece once the 

Seat 


Where Senſe and 3 held the Reins of State; 
5 . Ow 


Where flouriſh'd once, and flouriſh ſtill in Fame, 
Th Athenian Matron, and the Spartan Dame : 
| Rome once was free —- once, ev'n in haughty Rome, 
The female Virtues were allow'd to bloom --- 
Let Envy ſay — when Canne's crimſon'd Plain 
Was heap'd with Mountains of the Roman Slain, 
Was there a Matron wept her Children dead? 
Was there a Matron wept not Thoſe that fled? 
When ev'ry Rumour ſeem'd the Voice of Fate, 
And ſpoke the Victor thund'ring at their Gate, 
Deign'd they to ſue for Peace? did they not pour 
Their Wealth, their Jewels to the Public Store; 
With emulating Haſte Al} preſſing to be Poor ? 


But, Oh how chang'd- — where Love and Friend- 
ſhip ſhone, 
ae Tyranny has fix'd his Throne — 
There frowns in horrid State — while at his Side, 
Swoll'n with Se//-fatt'ry, ſtands ſtiff-necked Pride-- 
— Arm'd 
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Thee oft reuiſis — oft without Control 
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Arm'd with Whips, Bars and Padlocks, bruta! 
Strength, 


(Of *Paynim Brood) next rears his monſtrous 


Length 
Leftward, two twin- born Fiends his Ear engage ; 
Tongue-canker'd Jealouſy, and fire-ey'd Rage, 


While pale and ſprivel d lurk behind the Chair 


Squint-ey'd Suſpicion, and diſtracting Fear, 


Hail, happy Britain! dear, parental Land 


Where Liberty maintains her lateſt Stand! 


Oh! while amidſt Tyrarnic Realms I rove, 
Enamour'd let me pour my Filial Love 


Into thy Boſom —— when the Raven Wings 


Of Darkneſs hover o'er me, when the Springs 
Of ev'ry outward Senſe are ſhut, my Soul 


Ranges 


= 
— * , 
} „ _— ” F Noo * * 
„* o 


Of Aeathenih Extraction. — 
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Ranges thy flow'ry Meadows, and inhales 
Friendſbip's extatic Bliſs, and Freedom's n 
Gales. 


But ſay, Britannia ! whence that Law to bind 
In Chains of Ignorance the Female Mind? 
Ah! why to Them the pure Æthereal Ray 
Of Science veil'd ? why does each Pedant fay ——= 
« Shield me propitious Pow'rs! nor clog my Life 
« With that ſupreme of Plagues -- a Learned Wife— 
« *Tis Man's with Science to expand the Soul, 
« And wing his Eagle Flight from Pole to Pole 7 
« *Tis his to clear Antiquity's dark Gloom, 

« And pierce the thicker Shade of Times to come; 
„ Tis Bis to rule the pond'rous Helm of State 
« And bear, alone, all V. ;/dom's ſolid Weight: 

« Let Woman with alluring Graces move 

e The fondling Paſfions, — and the Baby Love; — 
« Be this her only Science — be her Doom 

« Fix'd to the Toylet, the Spinet, and Loom. 


Tongue- 


"""M 
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Tongue-doughty Pedant ! was Athenia's Soul 
For theſe alone inform'd ? Go --- prove that e'er 
Thy School- proud Tribe cou'd boaſt a greater Share 

Of Mental Excellence --- tho' vernal Yeuth © 
| Juſt ſwells her lovely Boſom, yet bleſt Truth, 
(Ofpring of Senſe and Induſtry) has there 
-ong fix'd her fav'rite Seat, and taught the Fair 
Or V. om s deep Receſſes to explore ; 


= Or on Neffection's rapid Wings to fore 


Above th' Aonian Mount and doſt thou think 
Thoſe Faculties that raiſe the Soul, muſt fink 
Th' external Charms? muſt Knowledge giveO Won, 
And are the Graces all at War with Senſe ? 

Say — who of all her Sex is form'd to move 

The fondeſt Paſſon, moſt extatic Love, 

More then Athenia ? in her gentle Eye, 

Soft Innocence, and Virgin Modiſty, 

Love's Empire fix, while ſtill a new-born Grace 
Springs in each varying Feature of her Pace; 


Her 
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Her ſprightly Wit no forward Pertneſs ſpoils, 

No Self- aſſuming Airs her Judgment foils; _ 

Still prone to Learn, tho' capable to Teach, 

And lofty all her Thoughts, but humble all her Speech. 


Proceed Athenia ! let thy growing Mind 

Take ev'ry Knowledge in of ev'ry kind — 

Still on Perfection fix thy ſteady Eye; 

Be ever riſing, riſe thou ne'er ſo high; 

But ſtill reef, that in th'advent'rous Flight 
Thou mount ſt a glorious — but a dangerous Height. 


When ev'ry Senſe with ev'ry Charm ſhall join 3 
When moſt thy Virtues, moſt thy Beauties ſhine; 
When thickeſt Crouds enamour'd preſs around; 
When loudeſt ev'ry Tongue thy Praiſe ſhall ſound ; 
When all the Viſe are charm'd, and wily Art 
Joins with ſoft Paſſion to attack thy Heart ; 
When Verſe too offers Incenſe at thy Shrine, 
And Acdoration breathes in ev'ry Line; | 
| Then 
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_ Then let the friendly Muſe expreſs her Fear ; 

= Tis then that Danger ſpreads her viewleſs Snare : 
Then let this Truth poſſeſs thy inmoſt Sou! 
= > One Drop of Vanity may ſpoil the Wink, 


Not Self ſecure on Earth can Knowledge dwell — 
| Knowledge —— the Hymn of Heav 1 —— and Howl 
I way 
| Alike, the Hyſfrument of Good and Evil z 
The Attribute of God, and of the Devil: 
Virtue, without her, is a pow rleſs Will, 
She, without Virtue, is a Pow'r of Ill: 
Or prompt to aid our Virtue, or oppoſe, 
She proves the beſt of Friends, or worſt of Foes. 


On! be they once in happy Union join'd, 
And be that Union in Atbenia's Mind, 


S 


The 
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: 4 N » 4-2, | * f * py BY A .D 25 * 
eee Wee 


The DREAM. 


DREAMT that buried in my Native Clay, 

Cloſe by a common Beggar's Side I /ay ; 
And as fo mean an Object thock'd my Pride, 
Thus, like a Corpſe of Quality, I cry'd — 
Scoundrel ! be gone — and henceforth touch me not ; 
More Manners learn — at humbler Dz/tance rot — 
How — Scoundrel! with a haughtier Tone cry'd he, 
Proud lump of Earth! I ſcorn thy Words, and Thee -- 


For all are equal now — thy Caſe is Mine 
This is my Rotting Place — and That is Tine. 


3 Occa- 
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Occaſſon d by Mr. NASH's P CTURE 
being hung up in the Great BALL Room 
> at BAT , with the Buſto's of Sir 
Isaac NzwrTon and Mr. Por E, on 


each Hide. 


T H E Old Agyptians hid their Mit 5 } 

In Hieroghyphic Dreſs, 1 
1 To give Men Pains in ſearch of it, | 
[ And pleaſe themſelves with CG Im. 


Moderns to tread the ſelf ſame Path, 
And exerciſe their Parts, 
Place Figures in a Room at Bath, 
Forgive them God of Arts! 
T1 5 1 4 Newton, 
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* Newton, if I can judge aright, 
All Wiſdom does expreſs, 
His Knowledge gives Mankind new Light; 
Adds to their Happineſs. 


Pope, is the Emblem of true Wit, 

The Sunſhine of the Mind; 

Read but his Yorks for proof of it, 
You'll endleſs Pleaſure find. 


Naſh, repreſents Man in the Maſs, 
Made up of Mrong and Right, 
Sometimes a F—-1 — ſometimes an A 


Now blunt — and now polite. 


The Picture plac'd the Buſts between, 
Adds to the Thought much Strength 
Wi ;ſdom and Wit are little ſeen, 
But F-—y at - full Length, 
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Part of a Copy of Verſes on Mrs. A. B— *s 
| going from OXFORD r NE WN- 
HAM by Vater. 


"HE waving Oaks of Newnham's pendent 
Wood 5 

To meet her ſeem'd to ruſb into the Fhod : 

Peep o'er their Fellows Heads to ſee the Farr, 

Whoſe Name upon their wounded Bark they bear. 


4 
| 


3 _—_— 8 
; - * 
* 
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e e RED) 


4A 


. Occaſion d by the foregoing VERS ES. 


To the Tuue of, To you fair Ladies, &c. 


I. 


W HIL E you, my charming Nancy, reign 
Of ev'ry Muſe the Theme, 
Whoſe Preſence decks with Flo'rs the Plain, 
With Pride ſwells IJſis Stream, 
May I preſume you'll lend an Ear 


To me, your humble Sonneteer. 
With a Fa, la, la. 


O 454 II. 
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II. 


But leaſt, my Fair, you ſhou'd look cold, 
Cry, piſh — and call me rude 
Or think that I dare be ſo bold 
My Patſſion to intrude ; 
It is is not for myſelf I fue, 
But for ſome Trees that die for you. 
With a Fa, la, la. 


III. 
Since late on Vs ſilver Flood 
Your fatal Form was ſeen, 
Some luckleſs Trees in Newnham Word 
(Till then fo fair and green) 
No more their leafy Honours ſpread, 


But feb for you — and hang their Head. 
With a Fa, la, la. 


III. 
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W. 


'Tis ſaid that with a Look moſt queer 
The Dotards peeping ſtood, 
No Prieſt, with more laſcivious Leer, 
Confeſſing Nun cer view'd ; 
Nay, that they ruſh'd into the Flood —— 
Was &er ſuch am'rous Sticks of Wood ? 
2 With a Fa, la, la. 


V. 
How then can all your num'rous Band 


Of Lovers not deſpair, 


When Hearts of Oak cannot withſtand 


A Face ſo wond'rous fair 2 
Since in your Breaſt no Pity's found, 
| Tho Lovers hang — and Oaks are drown'd. 
With a Fa, la, la. 


— 


is 
1 
N 
|} 
1 
= 
{| Þ 
55 : 
= 
14 


* 
2 
r —— 
— eee ns = * 
WR 


— Cn —— eve. 2 q _ 


200 The PotTicar MIScLLANv. 


* 


Well did the Poer's am'rous Song 
tile you the Publick Care, 
For all our Country Squires, ere long, 
Will dread the paſſing Fair: 
Think —— what will poor L-—d Harcourt do — 
Now * Newnham Woods are fir'd by you ? | 
With a Fa, la, la. 


| VII. 
In Pity to our Woods, reſtrain 
The Light mng of your Eyes, 
Since at each Glance upon the Plain 
Some blaſted Poreft dies: | 
If you proceed, my lovely Maid ! 
Lou Il ruin our Poetic Shade. 
With aF a, la, la. 
VIII. 


* Belonging to an Eſtate of Lord Harcourt in Oxfordſhire == 
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VIIL 
If ſtill on fell Deſtruction bent, 
You'll uſe your Pow'r to kill, 

On Chriſt Church Elms your Fire be ſpent, 

Let Them your Vengeance feel; 
No better Fate to Dem is due — 
They know the Hand that — libeÞ'd you. 

With a Fa, la, la. 
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The SEVENTH ODE of /he 
THIRD BOOKyHORACE 
Paraphras 2. f | 


* ; 1 
| | : 


EE not — O peerleſs Wie] in vain, 
Thy Dear whom diſtant Lands detain b 
Thy kind, thy conſtant Harry — 
Bleſ#'d with the forfeit Wealth of Spain, 
Kind Gales will give him us again, 
With many a fine Thing for ye. 


ng 
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II. 


Still, tho' remote, his Love is true, 
Sole Empreſs of his Heart are you; 
N No other ſhe can * date bim, 
For you he waſtes cold Nights, I know, 
In Tears — and toſſing to and fro =— 
As well as if I ſaw him. 


III. 4 


The Toilet Damſel, where he lives, 
Tells him how ſore her Lady grieves, 
And pines his cold Diſdaining— 
Says — IIl-tim'd Virtue never thrives, 
Runs down the homely Love of Wives, 
And deafs him with Complaining. 


III. 


® 1. e. entice == EX gr, == trahunt promiſſa puellas. 
| | | — Oy, Art, Am, 1. 631. 


e 


IV: 


She ſets before his Eyes, by Rote, 

| How filly Yoſeph loſt his Coat, 

And far'dyet worſe, refuſing ; 

Nor is poor Peleus' Caſe forgot, 

Who, faith, had well nigh gone to Por, 
For proffer d Love miſiſing. 


2 


With Tales encouraging to Sin, 
She thus eternally puts in, 


He fighs for you — and hears em 


Yet never ſhe his Heart cou'd win, 


Firm as a Rock he yet has been, 
And Dangers, he ne'er fears em. 
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VI. 


Tho POETICAL MISCELLANY. 


VI. 


You in return — his WMiſe fo fair — 
Of Neighbour Tinſel ſhou'd beware, 
That conſtant, civil Teaſer ; 
A Wife like you, oblig'd ſo far, 
Your abſent Harry's only Care, 
No foreign V ows ſhou'd pleaſe her. 


VII. 


His winning Laugh — his gentle Mien om 
His Air in taking Spaniſb plain, 

I own, are moſt exceeding ; 
Full many a Dame theſe Arts have ta en, 
Forgetful of her own good Man, 

For want of timely heeding. 


205 


VIII. 
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VIII 


cb then the Door — at early Night — — 
| Nor give one kv4 into the Street, 
Tho' forty Kits are ſqueaking : 
Here, to be cruel, ſtill is right; 
' Here, tho' he raves, and ſwears downright 


His very Heart is breaking. 


The 
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The LYON worn out with Age. 


© 


T; ranf. from PHAEDRUS. Fab. 21. li. 1. 


. 


Humbly Addreſyd to the Right Hon. the Earl ef Or—d., 


\ LYON, once, worn out with Cares, 
And ſunk beneath a Weight of Tears, 
His Strength quite gone —— his J. jgour paſt 
Lay down — to breathe, in Peace, his Laſt. 
When ſtraight a Boar ruſh d out upon him, 
To vindicate ſome JW rongs he'd done him; 
Vengeful, and fierce, a Bull ſtalk' d forth, 
Who long had enuy d him his Warth, 
And now, to urge the fatal Blow, 
Lets drive upon the proſtrate Fo: 
An Aſs — (the Shame of the Creation — 
But Aſes muſt be in the Faſhion) 
= | Who 


Who long had kept at humble Diftance, 
Perceiving not the leaſt Reftance, 
Came next 


A Yar AE EE Ines ae Arann ry bs) > COT 
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(as Cowards ſtill are wont) 
And rudely ſpurn'd his ſacred Front: 
When thus the Monarch — <« ſpare, Oh ſpare! 


« Mis from the Brave, I ill can hear; 
But, ah! to ſ#fer it from Thee, 
Is worſe than fifty Deaths to me.“ 


The 
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. A a b REAR 


The HARE and the GREY-HOUND. | 


OOR Puſ;, run down by Country Squire, 
Was juſt a going to expire, 
But firſt obtain'd that ſmall Reprieve 

Which ev'n to Reprobates we give ; 

And thus, with complimental — Sir! 


Beſpoke her Executioner. 


Why all this Buftle — all this Strife — 
i To take away a harmleſs Life? 
« Not the leaſt Harm I've ever done 


or any one 


« To you the Squire 
« When did I ever more than crop 
The tender Graſs — or Turnip Top ? 

Vor. I. 0 « What 


« Which eilt, can do Themſelves no Good. 
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“% What Farmer ever did complain 

« J kill'd his Lambs — or hurt his Grain! 2 
* « And yet I find no more Compaſſion 
Than if I'd plunder'd a whole Nation. 

“ Beſides — what Pleaſure can you take 
« In M:ſchzef, for pure Miſchief*'s Sale? 
& For after all your Care and Toil, 

« Toure not the better for the Spoil; 

« And 2 ſo vile to thirſt for Blood 


/ 


Sharper — who mark'd each Word the faid — 
With hanging Lo, and downcaſt Head, 


Reply'd — that Murder was his Trade: 


Not conſcicus he of any Fault, 

In deing what he had been taught — 

The Sire that got — the Dam that bore n — — 
Had always done the like before him; 

Nor in the leaſt was He to blame, 

When ev'ry Greyhound did the ſame ; 


NN En es} Eee 
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Nay — twas his Duty to fulfil — 

(The beſt he cou'd) his Maſter's Will — 

So that — to cut the Matter ſhort — 


The Squire — not He — ſhou'd anſwer for't. 


Thus, having argu'd well the Caſe, 
He gave poor Puſs the Coup-de-Grace. 


MORA L. 


HIS Tale is given as a Sample, 
1 To ſhew the Force of ill Example; 
That Vice ne'er wants its proper Source, 


While, Others are as bad — or worſe. 


„ Advice 


* ee 
272 — — I 


SSS 
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2 


Advice to a PAINT ER, drawing 


CLARISS A' Pifture. 


ASH Limmer ! if thou dar'ſt to trace 
The Beauties of Clariſſa's Face, 
With artful Pencil, try to mix 


The various Charms of either Sex —— 


For, ah! believe — thov'lt never find 


Such Graces in all Yomankind : | 


One Sex, alone, is much too Poor 
To furniſh out the boundleſs Store. 


Let manly Judgment, Senſe, and Wit, 
Upon her ſolid Brow be writ : 
| Here 


J Y.4 > OT rene Ir bs —— 0 
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| Here Vi rgin Modefty diſcloſe —— 


There blend the Lilly and the Roſe — 
Be there — by heav'nly Touch expreſs d, 


_ 
* 
32 


The downy Softneſs of her Breaſt; _ 


Nay — (or the Piece will never do) 
Its Whiteneſs muſt be — pencill'd too; 


Tho! Venus Doves are not ſo fair, 


Nor half ſo ſoft the Vernal Air: 
All Nature muſt with Art combine, 
To make it, like Herſelf — divine. 


But wou' dſt thou top the Painter's Part, 
And make us wonder at thy Art, 
Copy Clariſſa from my Heart; 
For the herſelf is not more Fair, 


Than thou wilt find Love paint her There, 


e 


F237 To 
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. EO TO ORGY 9 
eee 


2 CLARISSA. 


Occafion d by * — the AUTHOR 10 
£0 zo London. 


k 


H E N her Beams, that late warm'd me, 
Clariſſa withdrew, | | 
How d on a ſudden — how feleſs 1 grew! 
Quite uneaſy, and reftleſs I rov'd up and down — 
So ſtrange a Diſorder, ſure, never was known: e 
I fat down to urite — and endeavour'd to T 
But no Uſe cou'd I make of my Pens, or my Ink : 
I flew to my Claret — that Balm to the Mind 
But, ah! in my Claret, no Eaſe cou'd I find! 


In 
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_- 


In Diverſions, I next hop'd to get ſome Relzef, 


Hurt Diverſions how vain! to a Heart full of 


| Grief — | | | 
Then I purr'd o'er my Books — ſure, (thought I,) 
mongſt the ſe, 
I ſhall meet with ſome marvellous Cure in a Trice 
But they honeſtly told me, that what I endur'd 
Cou'd, alone, by the Nymph who firſt caus'd it, be 


cur'd, 


Then haſte, my Clariſſa, to ſhine on me haſte, 
Leſt, benighted much longer, this Verſe be my laſt. 


P' 4 = 
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Er r., 


OR THE 


TRIUMPH off BEAUTY. 


| I. 
1LARISSA piqu'd at Czlia's Scorn, 
* Complains ſhe's very rude; 
Such Uſage is not to be borne, 


She cries — in angry mood. 


„M. 
A Word — Clariſſa — in your Ear — 
Look round the Nord — and wo = — 
II ever yet two Belles ſo fair 
Cou'd heartily agree. 
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III. 
Nor marvel, if ſuch Charms as Thine 
Two diff rent Pafſions move; 


If Same to Envy they incline, 
In Others kindle Love. 


IV. 
And why ſhou'd This ſuch Rage inſpire ? 


Prithee, no longer vex; 
While Men muſt one and all admire, 
A Fig for your own Sex ! 


V. 
Let fifty Czlias flout and fleer, 


And e'er ſo much repine, 
They'll never match Clariſa's Air, 
Nor boaſt a Form like Thine, 


+1 
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Ss CLARTSSA 


. 


| O to her Hands, and in the ſofteſt Dreſs 
That ever Love put on, appear ; 
Soft as that Touch which Thou will't t meet wah | 
| Mere: | 
If ſhe lool on Thee, as he can't do 1% % 3 
Shine with the Luſtre borrow'd from her Eyes, 
Live in thoſe Rays by which her Strephon dies, 


; | 
& a * * 

. | ] 

| | . 


Let ev'ry Line the wretched Cauſe repeat; 


Tell her — yet ſtay — one Minute longer ſtay — 
[ Tell her — I dare not tell Thee what to . 

| = | Not « ev'n the Fury of Poetic Heat, 

| LO 5 Nor 
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Nor the fierce Flames of Love, | 
Perhaps may move 
Clariſſa to forgive : 
Oh! how unhappy then am I! 
Who muſt by Silence die, 
And cannot —— dare not —— by Confeſſion live. 
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Sides SSD SS SSS 
The LARK. 4 cer. 


EE ! how yon happy Creature mounts, and ſings, 
And fimes his diſtant Notes with equal Wings 

In Metion like the twinkling of a Szar, 
The tow'ring Objef# trembles 1 in the Air; 
Claps his glad Wings, and in the azure Sky 
Buries the Speck, and leaves my fainting Eye; 
Breathleſs and tired now, his Spirits fail, 
See! how he downward darts to yonder Vale! 
Happieſt of earthly Creatures] oh, that I 
Had Wings like Thee — like Thee cou'd upward fly / 
Bleſt be the Means our Great Creator gave, 
Our Souls ſhall more exalted Stations have; 

This only Diff rence will the Flight attend, 

We ſhall mount too —— but never more deſcend. 
| Written 
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4644444444444 
Written in DE LIA's PRAVER-Boox. 


N vain, too cruel Delia you implore 

With oft repeated Vous, the ſacred Po- r —= 
In vain beg Mercy which you never gave, 

And aſk a Life deny'd your dying Slave : 

If Heav'n's tremendous Throne you hope to move; 
Firſt — Pity learn — and what you aſe — approve : 
On even Terms our Pardon is afſign'd ; 

The Merciful, alone, ſhall Mercy find. 


— — — 
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VERSES en te KING's 
Return. 1720. The $ouTu-SEA 


h * Year o 


” Deſideri is i&ta fdelibus 
 Reerit patria Caſarem. 


HAT ſtrange impetuous Storms of State 
Hath pale Britannia felt of late 
What ſudden Hurricanes have roſe, 

And wrecked her Credit and Repole ! 

Gloomy Deſpair, and black Diſmay, 


Hung on each flow revolving Day; 


OY 
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Diftruft, in every Face appeared, 

In every Voice, Complaints were heard; 
Each Tongue, with filent Moes oppreſſed, 
Each Look, more eloquent, confeſſed 
The ſecret Sorrows of each Breaſt. 


But ſee! —— The Scene of Grief 1s clos'd, 
And all our Diſcordo are compos'd : 
All our unquiet Murmurs ceaſe, | 
Sooth'd by the calm Return of Peace. 
Tranſporting Hope, and gay Del:ght, 
Happy Events, and Proſpects bright, 
Extended to our Views appear, 
And ſwell the wondrous, coming Year. 
Kind Heaven, with Pity on our Jie, 
Once more propitious ſeems to ſmile; 
Once more to Britain has reſtor'd 


Britain's long-abſent, wiſh'd-for Lord. 


From Belgia's Coaſts, great GzoRGE is come, 
To fix Tranquility at home; 
| The 
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The publick Loſes to retrieve, 

And bid the publick Credit live; 

# To terminate domeſtick Broils, 

Gi And ſtop the Courſe of legal Spoils; 

In ſolemn Councils to preſide, 

'B To cruſh the baſe Director's Pride, 

And ſtem the threat'ning South-Sea Tide. 


Thus Jove of old, Almighty Jove, 
Leaving his happier Realms above, 
Was wont with his Etherial Train, 

Jo croſs the wide tempeſtuous Main, 
And dwell on Ætbiopia's Plain. 
But ſoon as univerſal Cares, 
And Heaven's eternal State-Affairs, 
Perplex'd the ſer Deities, 15 
With haſte he roſe from mortal Eyes, 
3 To meet the Senate of the Skies. 


BE 
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ab. HUMILL rt WEN 
—— 1 * — 
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A Letter of Thanks from the UNIVERS ITV 
of C RACOW 7 their SOVEREIGN, 


E of Cracow the Chancellour and the Vice-Can, 
With the Do&orsand Maſters all to a Man, 
Aſſembled in Form, have ſent truſty Ned Whit, 
(The laſt enrolled Slave in our * Almanack-Liſt,) 
With Orders to give you, Sir, to underſtand 


That a Letter ſigned G— is ſafe come to hand; 
Which 


—_— — — —— 
er * J 


* See the Oxford Almanack for the Year 1724, and an Ad- 
dreſs of Thanks for a Profeſſorſhip of Modern Hiſtory in the 


ſame Year, 


— JF. Q& 


2 
— 5 K 


—— —— — 8 — 


* „— add, 
* 
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Which having been over and over ßerus d, 


Vour Preſent was near upon being refus'd ; 
But after a grave and maturer Debate, 


We, moved thereunto by Reaſons of State, 
Came at length toagree, one and all, 'twou'd be better 
To take it, and ſeem thus to thank you by Letter. 
This done, Sir, we hope you are herewith content, 
Since farther than this nothing by us is meant : 

Our Minds we ſpeak plain, without flatt'ring Preamble, 


N ot {killed, like our Ser of Cam, to difſemble : 


We ſcorn to profeſs the leaſt loyal feftion 
To one who againſt our Wills gives us Protection; 
Neither wiſh ve, nor pray we for Princes at home, 
Having ſent all our Prayers, and our Miſbes to Rome. 
Aſſure yourſelf, therefore, you ever ſhall find 


We ever ſhall hate you, be you ever ſo kind ; 


In Token hereof our Names we conceal, 


But ſend you theſe Preſents under our Seal. 


ANF 


E PI- 


* 
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E PIT 25 


To a Play before the FxEr-MaAaSONS 


Deſgn'd to have been ſpoken by Mrs. 


"ELL, Heavens be praiſed | the mighty Se- 
cret's out, | | 

The Secret that has made fo ſtrange a Rout : 

This Moment I was taught — behind the Scenes — 

What every Word, and S gu, and Token means. 

A charming Secret! — but I muſt conceal it — 

If Time — at nine Months End — does not reveal it. 
Qs: What 
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What 8 horrid Lies do ſome Folks tell us ! 
Why. Maſons, Ladies, are qu ite clever Fellrus ; Ws 
They're Lovers of our Sex, as I « can witneſs, 
Nor &er act contrary to * moral Fitneſs. 

If any of ye doubt it, try the Maſons, 

They'll not deceive your largeſt ExpeZattons: 

Let no miſgrounded Apprehenſions ſeize ye, 

They wont do any thing that can diſpleaſe ye; 

They're able Workmen, and compleatly {killed in 

The trueſt Arts, and Myſteries of Building ; 

They'll build up Families 

but people — Cities: 

They'll all, as well as fabricate your Houſes, 

And propagate a Race of ſtrong-built Spouſes. 

If ſuch their Gifts, ſuch, Ladies, is their Merit, 

So great their SA! and OS and Taff, and 
Spirit, 


- and as moſt fit is, 


Not only will ered 


What 


—— — 


Alluding to Chubb's Eſſay — ſo intitled. 
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What Female Heart can be ſo very hard, 
As to refuſe them — their deſerv d Reward ? 


Once on a Time, (as heathen Stories ſay,) 
Two Maſon-Gods to Troy-Town took their Way ; 
Arriv'd, and hir'd to Work — to work they fell— 
Hard was their Taſe, but executed well; 
With more than human Strength, theſe heav'nly 

Powers 

Rais'd the impregnable Dardanian Towers, 
Thoſe Towers which long ſecured the Trajan Dames 
From Grecian Raviſhers, and Græcian Flames: 
Gratis they did it whatſoe'er was done — 
Wrong'd of their Pay by King Laomedon; 
Baſe, ſordid Soul, of Princes the Diſgrace — 
But Heav'n his Guilt aveng'd upon his Race ; 
Moſt juſtly did his Troy at length expire, 
Reduced to Aſbes by vindictive Fire. 


Ladies, this Story's written for your Learning, 


Let Troy's Example fright you all from burning; 
2 E. 


230 The PoE TICAL MiscELLANyY. 


Let it this Truth in every Breaſt inſpire 

That every Workman's worthy of his Hire: 
But ſure ſuch Virtue in the preſent Age is, 
None will defraud the Brethren of their Wages ; 
None will tranſgreſs the Laws of common Senſe, 
Which give both Sexes — due Benevolence : 

A Maſon's full Reward then do not grudge, 

Since every Maſon is your humble Drudge. 


TTT0T0T0TTTT——— Greets ted 


Ad 
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Ad H. S. Equitem, mortem bubonis ſiui 


Mervegenſis inſolabiliter mærentem. 


UIS deſiderio ſit pudor aut modus 
Tam chari capitis? Plangat Hibernicæ 
Solers muſa ly ræ: Conſonet Albion, 
i planctu reboet gravi. 


Ergo mors rapuit delicias tuas 
Bubonem niveum, Palladis alitem ? 
Cui Pallaſve dolens, cuive Venus ſoror 


Quando ullum inveniet parem ? 


| Multis ille bonis flebilis occidit, 
Nulli flebilior quam tibi, Eques bone, 
Fu fruſtra pius, & jam pretio & prece, 
Fruſtra poſcis avem Deos. 
2 Nd 
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Quod ſi auras ululans quæſtibus impleas, 
Auditum & cieas Norvegid ſonum, 
Non vanæ redeat ſanguis imagini, 

Quam Styx irremeabilis, 


Et Ditis cohibent regna ſilentia, 
Unde non revolat transfuga penniger. 
Durum : Sed levius fit patientid 


Quicquid corrigere eſt nefas. 
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e 


An EXTEMPORE RHAPS OD v. 


Occaſſon d by ſome Compliments paid to the 
Aurhok on @ Poem he had publiſh d. 


OT more elate ſome low-bred Clmwn, 


Mayor Elect of Country Town — 
Not Miſs —in taudry Mantua dight, 
Nor Poet — on a Third Good Night ; 
Nor Maſter — in his jr? fine Breeches — 
Than I — with Complimental Speeches, 
Which from all Parts my Ears aſſail, 
And pelt my Modeſty like Hail: 

No longer can re/jted be 

The Force of ſuch Artillery; 

I Fame- 


ub 
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Fame proof till now ——T yield, I yield — 
Own all her Charms, and quit the Field —— 
Proud of my poor Poetic Scraul - 
As any Witling of em All; 

As much a Slave to empty Praiſe, 


As ever ſought —— or wore the Bays. 


The Pot TICAL MISCELLANY. 235 


— „. — 5 . 


* | - be 
"a — P 4 11 4 n 2. — * 
5 — — D. 75 Wd 7 . * 542 = N = — 11 
2 8 
WS 


4, 
my J 0 - ' y * p 
E . 7 = W W = g ' W 
= . 2 EY IS — OS - .c i — 


vo 


A Reciys ſent to à young LADY at 


BATH. 


AKE ſuch a Youth as will your Fancy pleaſe, 
Survey him firſt — and That will give ſome 
Eaſe 
Let Grace be faid — put on your wonted Charms = 
At Pleaſure then diſſolve him in your Arms. 


AN. 
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A N 8 W E R. 


OUR Advice, Mr. Dieter, my i to 
| pleaſe, 
Will rather increaſe than abate my D#zſeaſe ; 
Such a Youth, as you mention, -I cannot find out, 
Yet ſurvey all the Beaux as they ſaunter about; 
Till my Brains, like the Sails of a Windmill, turn 


round, 


And I die for a Med cine which cannot be found. 


” 7 by 
p 4 pe 
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E PIT & © i 


On Mr. Will. IEFHIsON, Gardiner te 


he late K 1 ü 


NDER this wicker'd Turf and Stone, 
(Not without Hopes,) lies Jephiſon; 
A Lover of good Mine and Ale, 
Of Brandy, and October flale 45 
His Body and his Mind were great, 
He freely thought, and freely eat. 
T 0 Tories he was ſtill a Fe; 
As ſtill the be/? of Men are ſo: 
| He 
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He ſcorn'd the Churchman's formal Pride, 


And all his boaſted Power defied : 


Untouch'd by Grief, exempt. from Cares, 


And little vers d in State- Affai rs, 
The Garden was his Scene of Life, 

A scene of Quiet, not of Strife: 
To beautify rude Nature's Face 
With every artful, pleaſing Grace; 
To teach the Thickers how to grow; 
To ſhew the Rivers where to flow ; 
To give each Plant and Shrub its Place, 
Moſt fit for Order and Increaſe; 

To ſtamp Ely/ium on each Field, 

No Mortal e'er was better ſkilled. 


Ye 6 low, and P. e tall 
Mourn his untimely, ſudden Pall : 
Mourn him ye Cypreſſes and Firs, 
Mourn him ye Graſs-plotsand Parterres, 


But 
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But, Oh! ye wild, and barren Plains, 

Where deſart Space, and Horror reigns ; 

Ve Weeds, and Brambles which abound, 
And with curs'd Plenty load the Grownd; 
Ye Tories, with your worthleſs Race, 
And all that's Nature's foul Diſgrace, 
Be glad at Jephiſon's Deceaſe. 
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F 


4 8 ON G. 


I. 
F there be 
Joy for Me 
More than That of Rouing, 
"Tis a Wife, 
During Life, | 
Dearly low — and loving. = 


MM 
Glorious Priæe 
Wou'd ſhe riſe — 
To this one Endeavour 
Luck be true, 
Then — Adieu 


| TLotteries for ever. 


No- 
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I. 


 NATHEN Venus, by Anchiſes woo'd, 
Contriv'd to make him fully bleſs'd, 
She ſeem'd a Mortal when purſu'd— 

But prov'd a Goddeſs hen poſſeſs'd. 


IT. 

| Succeeding Beauties, her Defign 
| Unhappilyreversd, diſcover 
Before Enjoyment —all Divine — 


No more than Vomen— when 'tis over. 


wg 


Vol. J. 5 * On ö 


ME, 
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FX. XV. XV. XV. JW. AN 


On the ESSAYS n MAN. 


HE fam'd Eſſays on Man, in this agree — 
X That fo Things are — and therefore fo 
ſhou'd be — 
The Proof inverted wou'd be ſtronger fr; 


So they ſhould be — and therefore ſo they are. | 
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An EXTEMPORE SOLILOQUY, 


Occafion'd by ſeeing a Family Vault be- 
longing to his Grace the D--- of — 


"F H O' j7/} in earlieſt Annals ſhine 
The Worthies of your Grace's Line, 

Tho' countleſs Sums your Coffers fill, 

And puzzel'd Heralds ſcarce can tell 

The Tiths that your *Scutcheon ſwell: 

Tho” on your Brea/?, the glitt'ring Star, 

Tho' in your Hand, the Staff appear, 

While fifty Suitors crouching wait, 

And croud each Morn your Rooms of State, 


oo Tho 


—_— 
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Tho' Al that's rare in Greece or Rome, 


1 

1 | 
= | 
1 


Combine t enrich your gilded Dome ; 

Where Titian's Fancy —— Raphael's Art —— 

And Guido's Air each Grace impart — 
Where, ceaſcleſs, we, admiring, ſtand, | 

The Labours of the Sculptor's Hand; 

Which Life to long-loſt Patriots give; 

And bid the mimic Marble live: 

Tho', in Hiſtoric Metal ſhine, 

The Herves of the Julian Line; 

Tho' Wine, and Love, and Muſick fire, 

And crown cach Wiſh — each gay Deſire —— 


_ * — — : * — 2 — 
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Tho' in your Woods proud Columns riſe, 
And ſeem to emulate the Skies — 
Tho far-ſtretch'd Viſta's tire the Sight, 
i Your Terraſſe (well—a Mountain's Height ! 
While all that's Grand — or ſimply neat —— 


Elyzium ſtamps upon your Seat ; 
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Hither, at length —— your Grace muſt come ' 
And moulder in the ſilent Tomb RF 

The Sum of all this Pomp and State 
Shrunk into One, poor, ſordid Plate, 
Which taught to fatter ſhall declare — 
The Hgb and Mighty Prince — lies here. 
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G eee 898 eee ede | 


By Dr. — 
Her ſified. 


[| ob ask a Story not more flrange than true; 
Nor muſt J hide it from a Friend like you : 
Without Diſguiſe my wretched Lot behold, 

In all its Train of Circumſtances told: 

And tho', perhaps, what I ſhall firſt advance 
May make the I hole reſemble a Romance, 

. A ſolemn Truth it is — no Whim, nor Feſt — 
Which, if you pleaſe — the Parſon ſhall atteſt. 


Know then, dear Sir, my preſent Situation 
Is in a ſmall and ſorry Habitation; 
IN 
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Ill fitted up, and fenc'd — upon the Waſte, 
Like other Clay-built Cottages, tis plac'd — | 
In this poor Hus I breathe with Care and Pain, 
And what is harder, if I durſt complain, 


One Minute's Warning turns me out again. 


Held by a ſort of Coy, it appears 

An eaſy Bargain for the Fir/# Seven Years 5 
For, free from Rent, I only then reſort, 
As bound in Duty, to the Mannor Court : 


Where once a Yeck, or more, to Cuſtom true, 


My Landlord claims the Suit and Service due,, 


The Twenty following Years require—a' Roſe— _ 
In annual Payment to my worſt of Fes, 
My next Acknowledgement is ſtranger till ; 
For ſoon, or later, at my Landlord's Will, 
Each Third, or Second Year, or oftner yet, 
A Tooth—diſcharges my unwelcome Debt; 
R 4 And 


248 The PotTiCar MisSCELLANY. 


And when to anſwer more Demands I fail, 

A meagre Catchpole hurries me to Jail; 

No Miſcreant, ſo remorſeleſs, ever tore 

Thy Feurnals, Fog! —— or knock'd at Franklin $ 
Door. | 


In Days of Old, on better Terms than Theſe 
I might have occupy'd the Premiſes, 
Ere a falſe Step, my fond Great Grandſire made, 
Warp d by a wheedling Wiſe, their Race betray d. 
An Orchard to the Mannor Houſe adjoin'd, 
Rich in delicious Fruit of every Kind: 
In robbing This the graceleſs Pair was caught, 
By a bad Neighbour to their Ruin taught: 
For by that Slip, without retrieve, was loſt 
A certain Privilege—they once cou'd beaſt ; 
And from the Hour when they were turn'd adr:f? 
Their hapleſs Line have made this woful SA! 


However 
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However, rubbing onward as I may, | ö 
I ſpare no Pains to patch my Houſe of Clay, 43 
And keep it in a Tenantable way. 

A little Kitchin ſerves to dreſs my Pare, 

Shap'd like an Oven, rather round, than ſquare : 

My Garrets poorly furniſh'd, I may load, 

Perhaps, too much, with Lumber A-la-mode. 

To this low State uncomfortably ty'd, 

Well as I can, for Rent-Day I provide; 

That when my Term, (as ſoon it muſt,) ſhall ceaſe, 
My Gracious Lord—may ſign a full Releaſe. 


When I am outed, a mean creeping Race, 
Doom'd to ſucceed me, have beſpoke the Place; 
Where they are ſure to multiply amain, 
Triumphant o'er their Foe — in“ Abchurch Lane. 


Mean 


— K 
— 


* Moor —a famous Worm-Powder Doctor. 


F 
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Mean while this Lodge, or call it what you pleaſe, | 
Has one ſnug Hole, contriv'd for Warmth and . ; 

On the t Side of my Abode it lies, | 
And for my Friends a reſting Place 8 ; 

This to your Uſe with Pleaſure I reſign ; 

urs is the e Lodging, whule the ne is mine. 


il 
rr ALA 


LE WW 9728275 
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A LillieUTIAN ELEGY 


Onafavrite CAT BE ſuppes'd to have 
_ been poiſoned. | 


Nulli flebilior. 


TATELIEST of the Tabby Race! 
— Let this Verſe thy Aſhes grace; 
Let theſe plaintive Numbers tell 
Lov'd you liv'd — lamented fell — 
Sadly — pleaſing while they flow, 
N ot too h:gh nor yet too how — 
Partial, cruel Stroke of Fate! 


Short to Worth like Yours the Date, 
| = Much 
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Much too ſhort the ſcanty Line 
Of Twenty Lives — inſtead of * Nine — 13 
But by envious Fortune curſt, 
Still the Yorthieft—go the Firſt. 
Faceb, late the Great, the Good, 
Treach'rous Ratsbane has ſubdu'd ; 
Stiff and motionleſs does lie | 
All of Yacob that cou'd die 
Ruthleks, dreadful poif ning Trade ! 
Luckleſs Hand the Poiſon laid! 
Muſe aſſiſt me to deplore 
What muſt never joy me more, 
Help to count his Virtues o'er. 
Ever watchful of his Prey, 
Wiſely grave — diſcreetly gay 8 
Not too han —— nor yet too fat 
Something more than mortal Cat ; | 


Had 


» — 


* 


— 


 ® ”Tis a common Saying that a Cat has Nine Lives. 


* . 
/ 
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Had his Life's projeatied Scene 
Equal to his Virtues been; 

Not too ſhort - 
Mourn Grizalkins, great and ſmall ! 
Caterwauling, Oh! forbear— 
Mew around his ſilent Bier — 

All that Cat can boaſt lies There. 
Ever friendly — ever fre 
Foe to None — but Hes to Me — 
Noble was his outward Mien, 

Such as was his Mind within 

Rare Per fecti ons! ah! how fratl —= 
Not the Ringlets round his Tail, 

b railing graceful, as he mov'd, 
Cou'd redeem the Paſs I lov'd: 
Glofly Ringlets, once his Pride, 
Pencil d down each brindled Side; 
Sable Marks, ſo lovely ſleek, 

Waving o'er each downy Cheek enmmms 
Then his large, his Gooſeb'ry Eyes, 
Emulating Juno's Size; | 


nor yet too fall —— 


* 


Then 
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Then his Ears — but Ears he'd none 
They, alaſs! were crop? and gone! 
On my Table he wou'd fit, 

Ah! methinks — I ſee him yet — 

Quick the fav'ry Morſel ſeizing, 
ever pleaſing — 


Ever hungry 
How content, and bleſs d was I, 
When my lambent Puſs was by! 
Fond toſtroke his velvet Furr, 
See him b/in# — and hear him Purr — 


' While he fat upon my Knee, . 
Gently ſipping Cream and Te „ 


Muſt ſuch Maje/ty expire, 
Never more to grace my Fire, 
Nor with ſure — preſaging * Tail 
Storms to bode of Snow or Hail; 


Never 


* *Tis remark'd that Cats gurn their Rumps to the Fire * 
Coll Weather — 
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Never more, with wanton Play, 

Moping Spleen to drive away; 
"Ever ſtill to be dh., 

Faithful Gueſt at Bed and Board, ! 


Rats and Mice, henceforth, go free, 
Work your wicked Will for me; 
Puſi—your Dread, now turn'd to Clay, 
Rats and Mice — keep Holiday ! 
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The TUDGMENT APOLLO. 


On the C ww between Mr. Port aa 
Mr. TRHEOBALD 1729. 


N Pope's melodious Verſe—the Graces ſmile 
In Theobald—is diſplay d ſagacious 701; 
The Critic's Foy crowns his ſubtle Brow, 
While in Pope's Numbers Vi 7 and 22 flow. 
Theſe Bards (fo Fortune will q) were mortal Foes, 
And all Parnaſſus in their Quarrel roſe : 
This the dire Cauſe of their unbounded Rage — 


Who beſt could b/anch dark Shakeſpear's blotted Page 
| Apollo 
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Apollo heard, and weigh'd each Party's Plea, 

Then thus pronounc d th immutable Decree; | 
Theobald, tis Thine = to ſhew what Shakeſpear writ == . 
But Pope ſhall reign ſupreme — in Poefy and Wit. 
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On Dr. WILMOT, M. D. 


| 
| 
ITH doubtful Strife, Humanity and Art, 
For Conqueſt vie, in Wiknot's Head and Heart. 
On his lov'd Son Apollo did beſtow 
The healing Pow'r, and Words to ſoften Wee. 
With ſympathizing Eyes, and tender Mind, 
He views the Maladies of Human lind, 
Reprieves the languid Patient from the Grave, 
While Pity ſooths — whom Med cine cannot ſave, 
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SARGR2S 


28885 


4A $ONG. 


I. 


DID but looꝶ, and love a-while — 
Twas but for one half Hour; 
Then — to refit — I had no Will — 


And nod — I have no Pow'r, 


ut - 


To Wiſh and Sigb is all my Eaſe, 
Such Sighs as Heat impart, 
Enough to melt the coldeſt /he, 
Yet cannot warm your Heart, 
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III. 
Oh ! grant me a fond Lover's Part 
One Corner of your Breaſt ; 
There I ſhall learn the winning Art, 
And quickly fteal the ref. 


| 8 f 
3 : 
5 1 
; I 
* 
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NOTHING 
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N OT HIN G. 


Inſeribd to Mr. ]. — 


Gaudes Carminibus, Carmina poſſiumus 
Donare —_— 


Hon. L. iv. Opx 8. 


O Muſes, I implore, their Aid to bring, 

2" He needs no Muſe, who Nothing has to ſing : 

Your Favour, B, and your Attention lend ; 
Pardon the Poet, and protectthe Friend: 
Nothing accept — tho' ſmall the Preſent ſeem — 
The Wiſe have Nothing highly in Eſteem : | 
Thoſe Greek and Roman Bards, of old admir'd, 
Who with Poetic Rapture nobly fir d, 

| S 3 | To 
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To ev'ry Theme, their Genzus knew t'apply, 


And drankthe Heliconiatt Fountain dry, 
3 Left Nathing - — to be ſung in Times to come; ; 
Nothing — eſcap'd the Wits of Greece and Rome. 


When, Foes to Science, Goths deform” d the Age, 
And ravag d Italy with barb'rous Rage ; - 

When all Things good and great one Ruin ſhar'd, 
Nothing — by Goths was, konour'd, Notting — ſpar d. 
Nothing, in War, is ſacred — and we ſee 
Nething, ſecure, in Peace; with France's Guaranty, 


Happy the Man of Nething is poſſeſt, 
No dire Alarms diſturb his nightly Reft - 


He ſleeps in Peace, who knows no Danger near, 


And trivels ev'ry Road, without a Fear. 

No long litigious Surts his Eaſe moleſt; 

No Cares of Wealth diſtract his peaceful Breaſt : 
No Norſe, nor Hurry of the Town he knows, 

But filent lives in undiſturb'd Repoſe : 

Nor ſwell'd with Hopes, nor toſs d with anxious Fears, 


Like a calm Stream, ſerenely roll his Nears; 


And 
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And when, untroubled, all his Days are paſt, 
Who Nething has to leave, ſecurely draws his Loft. 


Nothing tadmire — Philoſophers profeſs 
To be the only Way to * Happineſs : 
And He who Nothing knew — was the moſt Jiſe — 
Or the Great Oracle of Phebus lies. 
By knowing Nothing, (learnt with perfect Eaſe) 
Each prating Fool becomes — a Socrates. 
All other Arts now flouriſh, now decay, 
This Learning ſpreads, and proſpers ev'ry Day ; 
To this our Youth apply with early Zeal, 
To ſhine at Court, and ſerve the Cammon- Meal. 
Who Nething learn, grow Noble, Rich, and Great, 
In Senates, Councils, Army, Church, and State. 


$4 Immor- 


— — 


Nil admirari prope res eſt una, Numici, 
Solaque quæ poſſit facere & ſervare beatum. 1 


HoR. L. 1. Epts. 6. 
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Immortal Newton ! tho thy tow'ring Mind 
Travers d the Worlds of Knowledge unconfin d; 
Saw where the ſecret Spri ngs of Science riſe, 
And meaſur'd o'er the Earth, and Seas, and Sies; 
Cours d all the Stars, and trac d the Source of Ligbt, 
And ſtill to unknown Regions wing d its Flight ; 


Great Shade ! not boundleſs was thy daring View, 
Fot Nothing —mock'd thy Search — Nothing — was - 
1 


See I where the learned Alchymi i/ts ok 
Nature 8 hid Force, and try the ſhining Ore; 
 Enwrapt in Clouds of Hope, and Smoke, they tire 
The ſtubborn Braſs, and ply the tort'ring Fire: 
' Who big with Expe#atim Night and Day; 
* Melt all their Time, and all their Lands away; 
s A 


The PoE TIcAL MiscELLANy, 265 


Of all this Charge, and Toil, compute the Gains — 

Nothing excites their * — Nothing — rewards 
their Pains, 

Nothing — the Grand Elixir ſought of Old. — 

Tranſimutes all baſer Metals into Gold, 


Nothing — js fairer than the Morning Light — 

When the new Beams firſt ſtrike the raviſh'd Sight : 

Nothing — is milder than the Jeftern Breeze, 

Temp'ring the Summer's Heat, and whiſp'ring thro' 
; the Trees: 

Nothing's more welcome than th*Approach of Spring. 

That makes all Nature ſmile, the whole Creation 

fing, 


But while I try to raiſe the wond'rous Tale, 
I feel my Language faint, my Numbers fail. 


Far 
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Far as the Earth, and Air, and Seas extend, 
Nething's without Beginning, without End. 
Beyond the Univerſe — Nought — finds a Place 
While Norbing — fills the mighty Void of Space. 
On Nothing — turn the lucid Orbs above, 

And all the Sars in myſtic Order move. 

On Nothing — hangs this vaſt Terraqueous Ball — 
The World — from Nothing ſprang — From No- 
thing — ſtarted All. | 
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eee 


On the DEATH of the late Queen 
8 AR O“LIN E. 


4 PoE TICAL DIALOGUE between 


WINDSOR a»dRICHMOND. 


W IN DUS GN 


1A V, Siſter Sylvan Scene, ſo lov'd, fo late 
The fav'rite Manſion of the Good and Great 
Who to thy Shades, by ſoft engaging Art, 
Knew beſt to win our Royal Mi/treſs Heart; 
Say, — while I try each ſadly-pleaſing Lay 
To cheat the painful, ling'ring Hours away, 
"i Wilt 
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Wilt Thou thro' all the deep D#/treſs attend, 
Mix Sigb with Sigb, and ſocial Sorrows blend; 


Til both our Gries in kind Contention flow, 
And make a friendly Ri valſbip in Woe? 


see the Sun wake, as thro the Eaft he ſtreams, 
Yon * Memnon's Statue, with his riſin g Beams; 
See the ſame Marble, his bright Journey done, 
Weep, in cold Dews, th enliv ning Influence gone; 
80 When by Contemplation led, alone, 
(Forgot a-while the Splendors of a Throne) 
The fair Recluſe, in Innocence array'd, 
Pierc'd my thick Gloom, and ſought the ſecret Shade; 
| The 


— 


- x 4 * ** 7 . * ä 


A Statue of Miemnon, made by the A gyptians with ſuch Art, 
ef bard Marble, that a Lute, which it held in its Hand, w wou d, 
at Sun-rifing, ſtrike up of itſelf, — Hence — 


Dimidio magicæ raſonant ubi Memnone chordæ. 
Jovenar Sat. 15. v. 4. 
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The Muſe, obſervant of her Steps, has rais'd 

A nobler Strain, and kindled as ſhe gaz 'd; 

Now, fad, and penſive, does her Loſs deplore ; ; 
Hangs o'er her Lute, and tunes her Voice no more; 3 
From each gay Spot its wonted Beauties fly, 

And thro' my Caves the plaintive Echoes die. 


WIN DUS O R. 


What Aid to Mighty GRoROE can I impart, 
While the big Anguiſb rends his bleeding Heart ? 
Unable, now, my Martial Scenes to pleaſe, 

Or give the Royal, widow'd Mourner Eaſe; 

My riſing Tors, that glitter in the Sun, 

My Trophies, by ſo many Heroes won, 

T b' emblazon'd Banner, and effulgent Star, 
i With ev'ry ſhining Gircum/tance of War. 


RICH- 
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RICHMOND. 


To my cool Grortoes oft ſhe wou'd repair, 


TL. inhale deep Knowledge with the vernal Air; 
 Mufing retir'd within the filent Wood, © : 
Converſing with the Learned, Wiſe, and Good; 
Or ſtudying Arts, by Godlike Sages taught, 
Jo calm the Paſſons, and enlarge the Thought ; 


Whether, with Newton, her deep-piercing Eye 
Explor'd the Secrets of the boundleſs Shy, 
Worlds beyond Worlds 


| Laws, 


and ſearching Nature's 


Look'd thro the Work, and ſaw th' Eternal Caf 


Or more abſtruſe, her keener Mind deſery d 
Where the nice Limits, Falſe from True divide - — 
While Rival Sages her Deciſon wait, 


To ſolve ſome ſubtle Point of high Debate. 5 


The brighteſt Seat of Carolina's Pow'r 
Was in the Covert of the ſilent Bow'r ; 


= | SORT RN 
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Superior to the Pomp of Britain's Throne, 

In Arts ſhe reign'd unrival d, and alone; 
Wide, as th' extenſive Field of Knowledge lies, 
Th' ambitious Herozne ſpread her Victories; 
Each diſtant Realm ſhe paſs'd in Triumph o'er, 
All the known World ſubdu'd, and wept for more! 


W IN 


Oft did Great Brunſwick from her Smile receive 
More ſolid Comfort than a Throne cou'd give ; 
Truth there enſhrin'd, beam'd forth more glorious 

Rays 
Than the Gold's Luftre, or the Diamonds Blaze; 
Her Heart partook, and eas'd the Monarch's Cares, 
That Heart, fav'd all for Him, from early Tb 
Of ſoft Afeckions a more lovely Train, 
A gentler Guard, there bleſs d his happier Reign, 


RICH- 
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R I C H M ON PD. 


Here ceaſe our Plaints —— an op' ning Proſpect 
ſhews | 
Some friendly Hours will come to heal our Moes. 
Still ſhall your Forefts bloom — my Groves ſhall ſmile-- 
And our Names flouriſh thro' Britannia's Ile ; 
Still in thy Shades, ſome Branch of Brunſwick's Line, 
For Britain's Good, ſhall plan the Great De/ign ; 
Some Carolina — diff ring but in Name, 
And, (but, perhaps, Auguſta call'd) the fame — 
Shall in theſe Groves th' Immortal Wreaths prepare, 
And gather all her choiceſt Laurel; here. 
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ASOLILOQUY. Amo 1730. 


, demens, & ſœvas curre per Alpes 


Ut pueris placeas, & declamatio fas. Juv. 


E gone ! I know the vain Deceit— 
| You ſhall not tempt me to be great, 
Nor bribe me with your Tinſel Bliſs, 
To give up ſolid Happineſs ; 
1 value Peace and Virtue more 
Than all the Tagus ſhining Ore ; 
Virtue and Peace, that rarely come 
To the proud Hall or gilded Dome 
But deign with ſocial Joys to bleſs, 
And /hed their Sweets on my Receſs. 


9 * noble, 
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noble, let it be and poor— 

Not to amaſs an endleſs Store 

Of ſordid Pelf—and mad for Fame— 

Quit Faith and Honour for a Name 

To vulgar Breath my Glory owe, 

And court what giddy Crouds 'beftow ; 

For Hire, let out my venal Tongue; 

Take Pay, to prove that right is wrong; 

Or baſely profiitute my Pen, 

To deiſy the worſt of Men, 

Set off their Acts to publick View, 

And give them great Godalphin's Due. 
By ſuch vile Arts let Others riſe; 

Teach me oh teach me ! to be wiſe, 

And all, but Love and Truth, #efpiſe. 

Be mine—contented to remin 

Far from the worthleſs and the vam— 

To manage well my ltle Store, 5 

No Slave to Wealth—nor Tool of Pow'r— 

Be mine—to hold my Conſcience clear— 

| Stranger, alike, to Guilt, and Fear. 
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eee c 


HE following Epiſtles were publiſhed about four 


Mars ago in the Weekly Magazine—a ſhort- 
 liv'd Paper, -- having, (with ſome other good Things,) 
the Fate to meet with but little Encouragement—As 
the Pieces themſelves are Standards of Purity and Ele- 
gance, and probably have fallen into few Hands, I 
flatter myſelf that thoſe Judges of Poetic Harmony, 
Diction and Sentiment, who may have met with em 
before, will allow me ſome Merit for giving them a 
Place here—Thoſe who hitherto have not been ſo for- 
tunate, will derive a Pleaſure they don't uſually meet 
with in Yorks of this fort; and I hope, on that 
very Account, gratefully excuſe many Pieces, of a 
much inferior Stamp, inſerted in this Collection. 
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To the Reverend Dr. Avscoucn, at 
OXFORD: 


FWrit from Paris. Anno 1728. 


AY, deareſt Friend, how roll thy Hours away ? 
* What pleaſing Study cheats the tedious Day? 
Doſt thou the ſacred Yolumes oft explore 
Of wiſe Antiguity s immortal Lore, 
Where Virtue, by the Charms of Wit refin'd, 
At once exalts and poliſhes the Mind? 
How diff rent from our modern, guilty Art, 
Which pleaſes only, to corrupt the Heart ; 
Whoſe curſt Refinements odious Vice adorn, 


And teach to honour what we ought to ſcorn ! 
FE. | Doſt 
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Doſt thou, in lage Hiſtorians, joy to ſee, 
How Roman Greatneſs roſe with Li berty ? 
How the fame Hands, that Tyrants durſt contell * 


Their Empire ſtretch'd from Atlas to the Pole; 
Till Wealth and Conqueſt into Slaves refin d 

The proud, luxurious Maſters of Mankind ? 
Doſt thou, in letter'd Greece each Charm admire, 
Each Grace, each Virtue, Freedom cou'd inſpire, 
Yet in her troubled Sates ſee all the Moes, 

And all the Crimes that giddy Fadtiom knows; 
Till rent by Parties, by Corruption ſold, 

Or weakly careleſs, or too raſhly bold, 


| She ſunk beneath a mitigated Doom, 
The Slave, and T; utreſs of protectin 2 Rome I 


Does calm Philoſophy her Aid impart, 

To guide the Paſſions, and to mend the Heart? 
Tau ght by her Precepts, haſt thou learnt the End 
6 which, alone, the Wiſe their Studies bend ; 
13 
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To which, alone, by Nature were defigw d 
The Pow” of Thought—to benefit Mankind? 
Not like the cloyſter'd Drone, to read and doze, 
In undeſerving, undeſcrv'd Repoſe ; 

But Reaſon's Baff ence to diffuſe, to clear 
Th' enlighten'd Forld of ev'ry gloomy Fear ; 
Diſpet the AA of Error, and unbind, 

Thoſe pedant.Chains that clog the free-born Mind. 


Happy, who thus his Leiſure can employ ! 
He knows the pureſt Hours of tranquil Joy; 
Nor vex'd with Pangs that buſier Boſoms tear, 
Nor leſs to ſocial Virtue's pleaſing Care; 
Safe in the Port, yet lab'ring to ſuſtain 
* Thoſe who {till float on the tempeſtuous Marr. 


So Lec ke, the Days of ſtudious Qwiet, ſpent ; 
So Boyle, in Wiſdom, found divine Content; 
| | So 
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80 Cambray, worthy of a happier Doom, h 
The virtuous Slave of Louis, and of Rome ! i 


Good * Mor, ſter that ſupports his drooping Age, 
Far from Cuurt-Flart ry, far from Party-Rage; 
He, who in Youth a Tyrant's Froum defy'd, | 
Firm and intrepid on his Country's Side — 
Her boldeſt Champion then, and now her mildeſt | 
Guide — | Fo | 
O gen'rous Warmth ! O Sanctity divine! 
To emulate his Worth, my Friend, be thine : 
Learn, from his Life, the Duties of the Gown ; 
Learn not to Hatter, nor inſult the Crown ; 
Nor, baſely ſervile, court the guilty Great, 
Nor raiſe the Church a Rival to the State: : 
To Error mild, to Vice alone ſevere, 
Seek not to ſpread the Law of Love by Fear ; 
T 4 The 


* Dr, Hough, 
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The Prieſt, who plagues the Warld, can never mend ; 
No Fee to Man, was e'er to God a Friend; 
Let Reaſon, and let Virtue, Faith maintain, 


All Force, but theirs, is impious, weak, and vain. 


Me other Cares, in other Climes, engage, 
Cares that become my Birth, and ſuic 7 Age; 
In various Knowledge to improve my Youth, 

And conquer Prejudice, worſt Foe to Truth ; 

By foreign Arts, domeſtic Faults to mend, 
Enlarge my Notions, and my Views extend: 

The uſeful Science of the 2 to know, 

Which Books can never teach , or Pedants ſhew, ; 


Whoſe nobleſt Sentiments of Glory fire 3 

Yet taught by Cu/tom's Force, and bigot Fear, 

To ſerve with Pride, and boaſt the Toke they bear; 
Wi Whoſe 
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Whoſe Nobles, born to cringe, and to command, 
In Courts a mean, in Camps a gen'rous Band : 
From Prieſt and Tax- Jobber, content, receive 
Thoſe Laos, their dreaded Arms to Europe give; 
Whoſe People, vain in Want, in Bondage bleſt; 
Tho' plunder d, gay; induſtrious, tho oppreſs'd; 
With happy Follies riſe above their Fate, 

The J and Envy of each wiſer State. 


Vet here the Muſes deign'd a-while to ſport, 
In the ſhort Sum- pine of a fav ring Court : 

Here Bozleau, ſtrong in Senſe, and ſharp in Mit, 
Who from the Ancients, like the Ancients writ ; 
Permiſſion gain'd inferiour Vice to blame, 
By lying Tacenſe to his Maſter's Fame. 

Here Moliere, firſt of Comic Wits, excell'd 
Whate'er Athenian Theatres beheld ; 

By keen, yet decent Satire, 1kill'd to pleaſe, 
With Morals, Mirth uniting, Strength, with Eaſe. 
Now 
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Now charm d I hear the bold Corneille inſpire 
Heroic Thoughts with Shakeſpear's Force and Fire; 
Now ſweet Racine with milder Inf ence move 
The foften'd Heart to Pity and to Love. 


With mingled Pain and Pleaſure 1 ſurvey 


The pompous Works of Arbitrary Sway ; 
Proud Palaces that drain'd a People's Store, 


Rais'd on the Ruins of th' Oppreſs'd and Poor; 
Where &'en mute * JValls are taught to flatter State, 
And painted Triumphs ſtile Ambition great. 

With more Delight + thoſe pleaſin g Shades I view, 
Where Conde from an envious Court withdrew; 
Where, ſick of Glory, Faction, Paw'r and Pride, 
(Sure Judge how empty all, Who all had try d) 
Beneath his Palns the weary Chief repos'd, 


And Life's great Scene in quiet Virtue clos d. 


With 
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With Shame * that other fam'd Retreat I ſee, 
Adorn'd by Art, diſgrac'd by Luxury, 
Where Orleans waſted ev'ry vacant Flour 
In the wild Riot of unbounded Pow'r ; 
Where feveriſh Debauch, and impious Love, 
Stain'd the mad Table, and the guilty Grove. 


With theſe Amuſements is thy Friend detain'd, 
Pleas d and inſtructed in a foreign Land; 
Yet oft a tender Wiſb recalls my Mind 
From preſent Joys, to dearer leſt behind; 
With Thee I long, in Oxford's filent Wood, 
To trace the Labours of the Wiſe and Good 
Io paint, with wonder and delight renew'd ; 


Each rarer Scene my wand'ring Eyes have view'd ; 


Ft. Cloud. 


284 The PortTICaL MISCELLANY, 


To open all my Mind's collected Store, 
To tell the Foys I felt, the Pain, I bore; 
Pains, which thy Preſence wou'd have beſt allay'd, 


And Joys, imperfect, by thy Abſence made. =. 
| Buy 
4 


O Native Ne, fair Freedom's happy Seat ! 
At Thought of Thee, my bounding Pulſes beat; 
At Thought of Thee, my Hear? impatient burns, 
Andall my er on my Soul returns: 
When ſhall I ſec thy Fje/ds, whoſe plenteous Grain 
No Pow'r can raviſh from th' induſtrious Swain? 
When ſhall I kiſs the ſacred Earth that bore 
A Ruſſel, Hambden, Sidney, Cecil, More ? 
When in the Shade of Laws, that long have ſtood 
Prop'd by their Care, or ſtren zthen'd by their Bld; 


Of fearleſs Independence wiſely vain, 
The proudeſt Slave of Bourbon's Race, diſdain ? 
| 4 


: 
- 
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Vet, oh ! what Doubts, what fad preſaging Voice, 
Whiſpers within, and bids me not rejoice ; 
Bids me contemplate ev'ry State around, 

From ſultry Spain, to Norway's icy Bound; 

Bids their 4% Rights, their ruin'd Glhorzes ſee, 
And tells me— theſe, like England —once were Free. 


To 


% 


Thy buſy Liſe at length might be Cy Own ; 
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725 Mr. POINT Z, Ambaſſador at the 


Congreſs of So1s80Ns. Anno 1728. 


Written at PARIS. 


THOU, whoſe Friendſhip is my Toy and 
1 Pride, 3 * 
Whoſe Virtues warm me, and whoſe Precepts guide; 
Thou, to whom Greatneſs, rightly underſtood, 

Is but a larger Power of doing Good ; 

Say, Pointæ, amidſt the Tail of anxious State, 
Does not thy ſecret Soul defire Retreat ? 


Doſt thou not 2 (the Tafe of Glory done) 


That 
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That to thy lov'd Philoſophy refien'd, 

No Care might ruffle thy unbended Mind? 

Juſt is the Wiſb; for all that Heav'n can give, 

Or favour'd Man in Recompence receive, 

Is to reflect at Eaſe on glorious Pains, 

And calmly to enjoy what Virtue gains. 


Not Him I praiſe, who from the Jorld retir'd, 
By no enliv'ning, gen'rous Paſſion fir'd, 
On flow'ry Cauches flumbers Life away, 

And gently lets his active Pow'rs decay ; 
Who fears bright Glory's awful Face to ſee, 
And ſhuns Renown, as much as Infamy : 

But bleſs d is He, who exercis'd in Cares, 

To private Leiſure, publick Virtue bears; 
Who tranquil ends the Race he nobly run, 

And decks Repoſe with Trophies Labour uon: 
Him Honour follows totheſecrot Shade, | 
And crowns, | propitious, his declining Head : 


In 
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In his Retreats their Harps the Muſes ftring, 

For Him, in Lays unbought, ſpontaneous ſing : 
Friendſhip and Truth on all his Moments wait, 
Pleas'd with Retirement better than with State; 
And round the Bow'r, where humbly Great he lies, 


Fair Oliues bloom, or verdant Laurels riſe! 


So when thy Country ſhall no more demand 
The needful Aid of thy ſuſtaining Hand; 


3 When Peace reſtor'd, ſhall on her downy Ving 


Secure Repoſe, and careleſs Leiſure bring; 
Then to the Shades of 10d Eaſe retir d, 
The World forgetting, by the World admir'd, 
Among thy Books, and Friends, thou ſhalt poſſeſs 
Contemplative and quiet Happineſs "ESE 
Pleas'd to review a Life in Honour ſpent, 
And painful Merit paid with ſweet Content. 
Yet tho' thy Hours unclog'd with Sorrow roll, 
Tho Wiſdom calm, and Science feed thy Soul, 
One 


* 
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One greater Bliſ⸗ remains to be poſleſs'd 
Which only can improve, and crown the Refe. 


Permit thy Friend this Secret to reveal, 
Which thy own Heart, perhaps, wou'd better tell; 
All we can aſk of Guardian Pow'rs above, 
Is to be truly lud, and fondly love : 
This is the Charm to ſmooth the troubled Breaf,, 
Friend to our Health, and Author of our Reſt; 
Bids ev'ry gloomy, vexing Paſſion fly, 
And tunes each jarring String to Harmony: 
E'en while I write, the Name of Love inſpires 
More pleaſing Thoughts, and more enlivining Fires; 
Beneath his Pow'r my raptur'd Fancy glows, 
And ev'ry tender Yerſe more ſweetly flows: 
Dull is the Privilege of living free — 
Our Hearts were never form'd for Liberty: 
Some beauteous Image, well imprinted there, 
Can beſt defend them from conſuming Care; 


For. I. - In 


* 
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In vain to Groves and Gardens we tetite, 

And Nature, in her Rural Works, admire ; 

Tho grateful 7, e, yet Theſe but faintly charm — 

F They may delight us, but can never warm. 
May ſome fair Eye, my Friend, thy Boſom fire, 
With pleaſi ng Pangs of ever gay Dejire, 
And teach thee that ſoft Science, which, alone, 
Still to thy ſearching Mind reſts flightly known, 
Thy Soul, tho' great, is tender and refin'd, 
Fo Friendſhip ſenſible — to Love inclin'd 
And therefore long thou canſt not arm thy Breaſt 
Againſt the Entrance of ſo ſweet a Gueſt. 
Hear what th inſpiring Muſes bid me tell — 
For Heav' n thall ratify whit They reveal. 


A Choſen Bride ſhall in thy Arms be plac'd, 
With all th' attractive Charms of Beauty grac'd ; 
Whoſe Wit and Virtue ſhall thy Own expreſs, 

- Diſtinguiſh'd only by their ſofter Dreſs « - 


Thy 


4 
e 
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Thy Greatneſs ſhe, or thy Retreat ſhall ſhare, 
Sweeten Tranquility, or ſoften Care; 

Her Smiles the Taſte of ev'ry Joy ſhall raiſe, 

And add new Pleaſure to Renown and Praiſe ; 

Till charm'd, you own the Truth my Verſe wou'd 


prove, 


That Happineſs is near ally'd to Love. 


2 The 
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x 


The WOLF. and th CRANE. 
PhD. Lib. 1. Fab. 8. 


WOLF on ſurreptitious Mutton, 
Laying about him like a Glatton, 
A Bone ſlipp'd down, in luckleſs Seaſon, 
And fluckacroſs poor Thrim's Weſer'. 


The Savage made a hideous Clatter, 
And all around, cry'd —— What's the Matter ? 
Quoth he oe eat ſo plaguy at — 5 
That much I fear I've eat my Loft — 


The PorTtTical MiscE®LLANY. 293 


A dev'liſh Bone — look here — has. got — 

And plac'd itfelf quite croſs my Throat + 

Ah, Me! I ſoon my Life muſt end, 2 
Unleſs ſome charitable Friend, 
Will quickly his Aſſance lend; 
For which, I freely will be bound 
To pay, at Sight, a Thouſand Pound 
Nay, I will give my Note of Hand, 
To pay him I he ſhall Demand. 


A Crane, (of the obſequious Sort, 
Bred up — no doubt on't — in a Court) 
Hearing the Savage thus importune, 
Thought this the Time to make his Fortune, 
And, ſtraight, with raſh, but ardent Zeal, 
Whipp'd down his Throat a Yard of Bill. 
Which, in the fwinkling of an Eye, | 
A dang'rous Cure did well apply. 
Thus having ſet his Patient free, 
He, next, demands the promis'd Fee; 

"I The 


294 The PoE TICAL MrsciLLanv. 


The Sum, indeed, is not in Progf — 
But — you may ſwear — he alk'd enough — 


When thus the of ungrateful Dog? 
Thou greedy, avaricious Rogue / 

When you, but now, your Skzll diſplay d, 
On Pain and Peril of your Head, 
Think, how your worthleſs Life I ſpar'd, 
Nor dare to hope for more Reward. 


The MORAL. 


HUS Benefits, when ill-confer'd, 
Prove, but too oft, their own Reward : 
Thus when we ſerve the Proud and Vain, 
What we don't boſe, muſt paſs for Gain. 
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The SPARROW and ib HARE. 


Php. Lib. I. Fab. g. 


E 


SPARROY/, pert, and loud, and vain, 
& (Sparrows are juſt like mortal Men) 
Obſerv d an Eagle rending 
With Pounces keen, a helpleſs Hare — 
He heard her Cries of deep Deſpair — 
For vain was all contending. 
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I. 


Sure Friend, you ſtrangely hung an A—ſe, 
Or This cou'd ne'er have come to paſs, 

Cries He, in taunting Vein —— 

( An evil Time to crack his Jules, 

Vet ſuch the Temper of ſome Folks, 

Who ſport with others Pain.) 


III 
Thou tim'rous, doating, ſenſeleſs Brute / 
Twas well thou wert ſo ſwift of Foot, 
Thus to be ſnapp'd and taken — 
"T'was well thou cou'dit outſtrip the Wind, 


Leaving Purſuers far behind, | 
i Yet cou'dſt not ſave thy Bacon. 
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IV. 


A Hawk, (who long intent on Prey, 
Had ey'd him from a neighb'ring Spray, 
And dearly ivd good Eating,) 

At once, with Talons and with Beat, 
Put the dry Joker to the Squeak, 
Nor heeded loud entreating. 


JS 


'Tis ſome Relief to ſee Thee thus, 

With falt'ring Voice, cries dying Puſs — 
With Joy I hear Thee groan — 
Nu, who at others Lr cou'd laugh, 
Thinking oel, ſo wondrous ſafe, 
Now, juſtly, weep your Own. 


— — 
. 
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The HARES weary of Lirz. 
uo Fab. 2. A M. Gupio. 


— 


I. 


r chanc'd, ſome perſecuted Hares, 
Who long had liv'd in Frights and Fears, 
Reſolv d to play the Stoic 5 

To quit this idle, troubled Scene, 

And be — as if they 'd never Been _ 

What cou d be more heroic ? 


— 


« 
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II. 


What Death to die — bore fome Debate — 
Nor cou'd They ſoon agree on That ; 


(A doughty Point, you'll own:) 
But having ſettled well the main, 
And thought of many Ways in vain, 

At laſt reſolv d to —— Drown. 
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To an adjacent Pool they haſte, 
Therein to phmge, and breathe their Loft ; 
(No Spur the Deſp'rate needs :) 
The ſpeckled People of the Lake, 
Scar d at the Noiſe, began to quake, 
And ruſb d among the Reeds, 
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IV. 
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IV. 


Cries One (a moſt profound Adept, 
Who always Joo#'d before he leap d.) 
| Courage — my Friends ! nor grieve — 
Since Others, as we plainly ſee, : 
Have Frights and Fears as well as We, 
Let's e en go Home — and Live. 


| Te MORAL 


H US ſoften'd by « our r Neighbour 8 Grief, 
Alidlions eaſier grow — 
No Balm ſo ſure to give Relief 

As Partnerſhip in Moe. 


The 
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The F A C 3 ON. 4 Tarts. 
Anno 1740. 


Humbly addreſsd to the Right Honourable the 
| Earl of O———d. 


Voeluti magno in populo cum [eva coorta eft 
Seditio, Sc. | ink 
| Tum pietate gravem ac meritis fi forte virum quem 
Conſpexere, filent, arrectiſque auribus inſtant © 
Ille regit di&is animos, & pectora mulcet. 
_ +» VAL 
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N Ages paſt, when Men did prize 
Their Freedom — as they did their Eyes — 
In ſome far diſtant Latin State | 
(No matter whether ſmall or great) 
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A fad Diſſention there aroſe, 
(As Greek and Roman Story goes) 


| So Univerſal the Defection, 


That all was ripe for Iaſurrection: 
The Cauſe of this ſame civil Sguabble 


Which thus incens d, my Lords the Rabble — 


Was ſome Exciſe-Scheme, without doubt, 


Who ſhou'd be : in — and who be ouf — 


Some Sevi lle 7. reaties, and Conventions. 


Which gave em fearful Apprebenſions, 


_ Leſt Laws, Religion, Liberties, 
Their Harpy-Rulers meant to ſeize ; + 

Tho' the beſt Authors do aver, 

They had no Xing nor Miniſter : 

Corruption grew the common Cant; 

Taxes were moſt exorbitant; 


Trade was as dead as it is now, 


And all things went —— I know not bow. 


Fir 
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Fir'd with Revenge, the Patriot-rout 
Beſet the Senate round about ; 
And vow'd they ne'er wou'd be at reſt, 
Till all their Evils were redreſs d; 
Like chaſte Reformers, bent to heal 
The Breaches made in Common-weal; 
Soundly to purge the Conſtitution, 
From all State-Fi/th, and vile Pollution, 
Much Art and Conduct it did aſk, 
Well to perform ſo great a Taſk; ?: 
But what ſo hard as to controul 
The Purpoſe of a Free-born Soul? 
They meant to take, at all Adventures, 
The ſhorteſt wa y with the Diſſenters ; 
Inſtead of endleſs Litigations, 
And formal, dry Examinations, 
Ten thouſand Arguings, pro and con, 
To prove what A. or B. had done; 


# 


In cloſe Divan it ſettled was, 

Toſerve'em all the ſelf-fame Sauce; 
Root out at once the ſpreading Evil, 

And drive em headlong to the Devi / 
Their delegated Pow'r reſume, | 
And ſet up Others, in their Room. 


It chanc'd a Man of ſubtile Parts, 
Whoſe ſeeming Zeal had won their Hearts, 
Stood up — and, by this quaint Device, 
Appeas' d the Tumult in a Trice. 


Sage Sirs, quoth he, pray lend an Ear — 


And wiſely weigh what you ſhall hear. 


Imprimis, then, I do allow r | 
That Times were ne'er ſo bad as now; 
We've hardly Shoes upon our Feet, 

Our Chilaren ſcarcely Bread to eat; 
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And 
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And all to gorge the greedy Mauss 

Of Thoſe who trample on our Laws ; 
Who think that All was made for Them, 
Whom no Correction can reclaim ; 

Then, what inflames the publick Curſe, 

It ev'ry Day grows worſe and worſe : 
Yet ſtill, my Fr: ends / tis eaſier ſure 

To hit the Evil, than to Cure — 

And a true Proverb, faith and troth ! 
The more the Cools — the worſe the Brot 

Therefore let Me alone adviſe; 

Be cautions —— reſolute — and wiſe. 


All eager heard — their Ears did prick up — 
So ſtill — that None e'en dar'd to hicc-up. 
When thus, in very ſolemn Faſhion, 

He hemm'd —— and finiſh'd his Oration. 


Let not Oer Reaſon Wrath preſide, 
Nor Prejudice your Counſels guide ; 
Vor. x X Ever 
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Ever obſerve this Golden Rule ; 
And as you're flout — be mercift ul — 
If Others have abus'd their Truft, 


va ſhou'd Oui ſelves be ſtrictly Tuft ; 
Nor, blindly, Innocence purſue 


With J engeance that to Guilt is due ; 
85 801 amongſt this num rous Band, 


There ſhou'd be One, with (030-25 Ah den, 
Perhaps, as any Patriot here, 

You'd ſingle him from out the Herd, 

And let the Phenix be prefer'd; - 2 
Baniſh the reſt — and, in their ſtead, 
Appoint ſome worthier to ſucceed — 
Now mark the Method T propoſe, | 

| Nicely to ſcan your Friends from Fes 
The Senators whom you ſurround ; 

Are juſt like Cattle in a Pound, © 

Theſe, One by One, or Two by Two, 
Shall paſs before you in Review, 


And 
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And ſuch, as by the gen'ral Voice, 


Have baſely wrong'd their Country's Choice, 
Shall be diſcarded with Diſgrace, | 
And Others nam'd to fill their Place: 


” 
* * 


Th' Advice was wond'rous Good and Fair, 
And hit their Humours to a Hair; 
But mark how wild are J ulgar Notions | 


** p 
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of . 3 2 . n 


How vain are Popular Commotions ! 


The Senators — a guilty Train ! 
Were ſet at large, and, Man by Man, 
| Preſented to theſe ſage Inſpefors, 

Theſe State-Phyficigns and Directors; 
When, Io! (as one too often finds) 
So many Men, fo many Minds ; 


And 'twas more eaſily agreed 
Who ſhou'd go our — than who ſucceed —— 
1 Each 


W 

W 
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Each an did his ee propoſe; ; 
And each the Other didzoppoſe ; 
So that at length i it came to Blows... 
The fancy'd Cauſe of all this Pother, 
＋ hey well reveng d on one another; 
Till tir d with Bangs and Bloody Noſes, 
They All return'd to their own Houſes : 
Fair Peace ſucceeds with Olive-Bough, 
And Things remain in Statu-quo. 


* : 
* 
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An ODE © MANKIND. 
and 

To the P RINCE of WALES. 

17 | 


| "BY, 


S there, or do the Schoolmen dream? 
Is there on Earth a Pow'r ſupreme; 
The Delegate of Hevn? | 
To whom an uncontroul'd Command. 
In ev'ry Realm, o'er Sea and Land, 
By ſpecial Grace is givin? + 
X 3 ; II. 
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II. 


Then fay, what Signs this God proclaim ? 
Dwells he amidſt the Diamond's Flame, 
A Throne his hallow'd Shrine? 
The borrow'd Pomp, the arm'd Array, 
Want, Fear, and Impotence, betray : 
Strange Progfs of Po r Divine { 


UI. 


If Service due to Haman Kind, 
To Men in ſlothful Eaſe reclin d, 
Can form a Sou reign 8 os; ; | 
Hail Monarchs ye, whom Heav'n ordains, 
Our Toilt unſhar'd, to ſhare our Gains, 2d 
Ye Ideots, blind, and lame | 
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IV. 


Superior Virtue, Wiſdom, Might, 
Create and mark the Ruler's Right; 
So Reaſon muſt conclude: 
Then thine it is, to whom belong 
The Wiſe, the Virtuous, and the Strong, 
Thrice ſacred Multitude ! 


V. 


In Thee, great All ! are theſe contain'd, 

For Thee are theſe, thy Fw, ordain'd, 
So Nature's Syſtems roll: 

The Scepter's Wine, if ſuch there be; 

If none there is, then Thou art free, 
And Maſter of the Whole. 


X 4 VI, 
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VI. 


Let the proud 7 grant reſt his Cauſe 
On Faith, Preſcription, Force, or Laws, 
An Hoft's or Senate's Voice 
is Voice affirms thy ſtronger Due, 
BM Who for the Many made the Few, 
| And gave the Species Choice. 
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VII. 
Unſanctify d by thy Command, 
Unown'd by Thee, the ſcepter d Hand 
| Impels, but cannot bind : 
Oatbs but confirm where Nature ties, 
The forc d or erring Tongue belies 
The unaſſenting Mind. 
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VIII. 


Thy Wilts thy Rule, thy Good its End; 
| You puniſhonly to defend | 
What Parent Nature gave: 
And He who dares her Gifts invade, 
By Nature's oldeſt Law is made 
Thy Victim, or thy Slave, 


. 


Thus Reaſon founds her juſt Decree 
On Univerſal Liberty, 

Not private Rights reſfign'd : 
Thro' various Nature's wide Extent, 
No private Bei, ngs e' er were meant 
Io burt the gen ral Kind. 
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Thee Juſtice guides, Thee Right maintains; 
Th' Oppreſſor's Wrongs, the Pilf rer's Gains, 
: Thy injur'd Weal impair. 

* Thy warmeſt Paſſions ſoon ſubſide ; 
Nor partial Envy, Hate, nor Pri de, 
Thy temper'd Counſels ſhare. 


XK; | 


o 


| | * Each Inſtance of thy vengeful Rage, 
Collected from each Clime and Age, 
Tho' Malice (well the Sum, 
wWwou'd ſem a ſpotleſs, ſcanty Roll, 
a : Compar'd with Marius' bloody Scroll. 
Or Hlla's Hippodrome, : 
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XII. 


But thine has been imputed Blame, 

Th' unworthy Few aſſume thy Name, 
The Rabble weak and loud 

Or Thoſe who on thy Ruins feaſt, 

The Lord, the Lawyer, and the Prieft ; 
A more ignoble Crowd, 


Avails it Thee, if One devours, 5 

Or leſſer Spoilers ſhare his Pow'rs, * 
While Both thy Claim oppoſe? 

Monſters who wore thy ſullyd Crown, = 

Tyrants who pull'd thoſe Monſters down, J 
Alike to Thee were Poes, | 


— — —ü—3ůG—— — — : —— —— 
— Re, — — 
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XIV. 


Far other ſhone fair Freedom's Band, 

Far other was th' Immortal Stand, | 
When Hambden fought for Thee : 

Thou ſnatch'd from Rapine's Gripe thy Spoil, 


"The Fruits and Prize of glorjous Toils, 


Of Ares * 


* 
* 
8989 
- 
— 


*Gainſt Thee yet foams the Preacher's Rage, 
"Gainſt Thee is plann'd th' H. iftorian's * 
A falſe, apoſtate Train ] 


; Tears ſtream adown the Martyr's Tomb — 
, Unpity'd i in their harder Doom, 


"= * ſtrow the Plain. 
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XVI. 
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XVI. 


Theſe had no Charms to pleaſe the Senſe, 
No graceful Port, no Eloqguence, 
Io win the Muſes Throng : 
Unknown, unſung, unmark'd they lie ; 
But Czſar's Fate o'ercaſts the Sky, 

And Nature mourns his Frong. 


XVII. 


Thy Foes, a frontleſs Band, invade; 
Thy Friends afford a timid Aid, 
And yield up half thy Right. 
Ev'n Locke beams forth a mingled Ray, 
Afraid to pour the Floods of Day 
1 Man's too feeble Sight. 


XVII 
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XVIII. 


Hence are the motley Syſtems fram d. 
Of Rights transfer'd— of Pow'r reclaim'd —= 
Diftinftions weak and vain. 
Wiſe Nature mocks the wrangling Herd; 
For wnreclaim'd, and untransfer'd, 57 
Her Powers and Rights remain. 


XIX. 


While Law the Royal Agent moves, 
The Infirument thy Choice approves, | 
We bow — thro' Him —— to you, - 
But change, or ceaſe th'inſpiring Choice, 
The Sov'reign ſinks a private Voice, 
Alike in One, or Few i 


XX. 


XX. 


Shall then the Man, whoſe daſtard Heart 
Shrinks at a Tyrant's bolder Part, 
And only dares — - betray ; 


With reptile Wiles, alas! prevail, 
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Where Force, and Rage, and Pricferaft fall 


To pilfer Pow'r away? 
XXI. 


O! ſhall the 4ovght, and buying Tribe; i 


The Slaves who take, and deal the Bribe, 


A People's Claims enjoy? 

So Indian Murdirers hope to gain 

The Pow'rs and Virtues of the Slain, 
Of Wretches they deſtroy, 


XXII. 
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XXII. 


« Avert it Heav'n ! you love the Brave, 
&* You hate the treach'rous, willing Slave — 
The ſelf-devoted Head. 
” Nor ſhall an Hireling's Voice convey 
* That facred Prize to lawleſs Sway, | 
« For which a Nation bled.” 


XXIII. 
| 
Vain Pray'r / the Coward's weak 2 | 
Directing Reaſon s ative Force 
Propitious Heaven beſtows ; ; 
But ne'er ſhall Flame the thund'ring Sky, 


To aid the trembling Herd that fly 
Before their weaker Foes. 


XXIV. 
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XXIV. 
In Names there are no magick Charms, 
The Britiſh Virtues, Britiſh Arms, 
Unloos'd our Father's Band: 
Say Greece and Rome ! if Theſe — ſhou'd fail, 
What Names, what Anceſtors avail, 
To ſavea ſinking Land. 


XXV. 


Far, far from us, ſuch Ils ſhall be, 
Mankind ſhall boaſt one Nation free, 
One Monarch — truly Great — 
Whoſe Title, is a People's Choice, 
Whoſe Mandate, is a People's Voice, 
Whoſe Strength, a proſp'rous State. ö 
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RO D for SOME-BOD Y. 


B -L 4M 


Occafion'd by the foregoing O D E. 


Favete linguis: Carmina non prius 
— Canto. 


HoR. 


THE 


DEDICATION. 


SIX, 


1 SHOU'D not have preſum'd to in- 
terrupt your Political Reſearches, fo 
uſeful to Mankind, with an Epiſtle Dedi- 
catory, but in Compliance with the mo- 
deſt Importunity of my Bookſeller ; who 
repreſented to me the Indecorum of mak- 
ing ſo free with Another's Labour without 
a proper Apolog y for it He might 
probably have a more ſelfiſh Rea/on for be- 
* ing 


( 326 ) 
ing fo preſſing in this Particular, tho' he 


did not think fit to communicate it — — 


However, I ſhall endeavour very briefly 
both to oblige Him, and to give a public 
Mark of that Reſpect I owe to an Author 
of your diſtinguiſh'd Worth. 


AND firſt, Sir, how mean ſoever 1 
may appear in this Jerkin, you will ſoon 
perceive the Stuff of which it is com- 
poſed, to be chiefly your Oun, tho ſome- 
what alter d from the Cut and Faſhion of 
that exquiſite Garb with which you fo 
lately dazz/ed the Eyes of the Public. 


1 wou'd not have you imagine that an 
idle Vein of Raillery and Ridicule, (tho 
they are allow d to be the Natural Mediums 
of Jutb) or any leſs generous Motive than 
your own- Pbilanthropy, prompted me to 

| - 4 Ls this 


6 


this Exerciſe of my Genius —— No, Sir, 
it was to indulge my Fondneſs for thoſe 
noble Sentiments of Liberty, which raiſe 
your Productions ſo much above the Pitch 
of other Writers — 


Te ſequor Angliacæ gentis Decus, inque tuis nunc 


Fixa pedum pono preſſis veſtigia fignis, 
Non ita certandi cupidus, quam propter amorem 


uod Te imitari aveo. 


LucRerT. Lib. 3. 


' YOUR Scheme of Government is 
founded on Principles ſo juſt, fo clear, and 
I may add, without Flaztery, ſo entirely 
new, that I thought every Method ſhou'd 
be taken to propagate it; nor knew I any 
ſo effectual for this Purpoſe, as a Ballad 
An Epitome of it under that chearful 
Y 4 Form, 


| ( 328 ) 
Form, will naturally make deeper and 
more laſting Impreſſions, than the nobleſt 
Precepts deliver d with the ſolemn Brow 


olf an Ode — Beſides, Sir, Works of that 


ſublime Caſt ſeldom reach the Many, for 
whom Yours are confeſſedly calculated; 
nor, indeed, have they Parts to under- 
ſtand, or Tafte to reliſh them ----- But a 
Song hes level to all Capacities, is readily 
retain'd in the Memory, and therefore al- 
ways at hand for Uſe, as well as Delight -- 
By this means, too, we ſhall cooperate in 
the Great York, and by our joint Labours 
for the Good of the Common Cauſe, imitate 
Mature, who rolls ſtately Tides to enrich 
and adorn proud Cities, but pours humble 
Streams tor the Refreſhment of {mal ler 
Townsand Villages. 


Thus 
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Thus ſhall my little Bark attendant ſail, 
Purſue the Tri umph, and partake the Gate. 
FORE 8 Eſſay on Mam 


BUT, if after all I can urge to the con- 
trary, I ſhou'd be ſo unhappy as to incur 
the Suſpicion of having a View to burleſque 

your refin'd Maxims of Civil Government, 
let me add that even his ought to be con- 
fider'd as a Compliment, ſince it has been 
the Fate of the moſt perfect Compoſitions, 
and is always a Mark of Excellence — Vir 
gil, the Prince of Poets, has been tra- 
veſtied by Lalli, Scarron and Cotton; nay 
even the Bible is ſaid not to have eſcap'd 
the ludicrous Pen of a Caftalio : but what 
an abſurd Miſapplication of Humour wou'd 
it be to attempt a Burleſque on Prince Ar- 
thur, or a Birth-Day Ode! 
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I hope by this Time it begins to appear 
that I am with great Truth and profound 
* 


SIR, 


Your moſt humble Admirer, 
And Fellow-Labourer, 


Peak in Derbyſhire, 
Feb. 6. 1740-1. 


TIM. SCRIBBLE. 


ap 
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HIGH BOYS 2% go WE! 


4 


\OME hither, bold Briten, and I will diſcloſe 
A Secret, which no One, beſides Myſeff, knows, 
How toſet up your ſelves— and to pull down your Fees. 
Which Nobody can deny, deny, 


which No-body candeny. 


IT. 


'Tis the Noftrum of Noftrums -- T'll venture to ſay't-- 
And 'twas but t'other Day it crept into my Pate -— 


How Tag-rag and Bobtail.— may govern the State. 
Which No-body can deny, c. 
III. 


* 
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III. 


On Government, Sirs, I have read all that ſmart is, 

From Hobbes — to the fam'd Diſſertation on Parties -- 

And find that not One of them All worth a Fr is. 
Which No-body can deny, Sc. 


IV * 


E'en Locke, who gainſt Filmer once made ſuch a 
' Rout, © . 

Left us All in the Daræ — for he durſt not *ſpeak out-- 
Yet he knew what was what — there's no manner 


of doubt. 
Which No-body can deny, &c. 


op * 6ꝶ6— * — 
7 * geo 


See Ode — Stanza 17. 
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. 
Under bigotted James, how the Prieſts did refine 
Upon Paſſive Obedience — and Right ſo Divine —— 
And gave All to Old Nick —— who oppos'd the 
Right „ | 
Which No-body can deny, Gc. 


VL 


But very ſoon after — and pray mark the Feſt — 

When thoſe Sons of the Church, in their Turn, were 

They voted him Out — as plum as the Rep. 
Which No- body can deny, Ge. 


VII. 
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VIL 


So the hea! Succsion you ſee is a Sham, 
The * Original Cumpact, likewiſe, is a Bam, 
On which 2 Whigs will moſt loudly 
dieclaim. | 
| Which No-body can deny, &c. 


VIII. 


If you aſk of this Charter an ocular Proof, 
They know not where tis — but They ſtill ſtand it 
That tis founded in Nature — and ſure That's 


Which No-body can deny, Sc. 
IX. 


tl 


OY 


— 


* A certain famous Charter ſaid to have been ſettled between 
Magiſtrates and People, and much inſiſted on by the Advocates 


tor Liberty. — 
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IX. 

And yet there muſt be, or the * Schoolmen do dream, 

Heav'n's Vice-Roy on Earth —— and a Pow'r Su- 
OOO Ollie nn | | 
This Point well to fix is the Drift of my Scheme. 

Which No-body can deny, &c. 


. 


+ Can it dwell, do you think -- pray Gentlemen ſay-- 
In a Throne's borrow'd Pomp, and an armed Array, 
Which Impotence — Fear — and much Want does 

betray. 
Wich No-body can deny, &c. 


Xl. 


—— 


R 


* Sec Ode — Stanza 17. + Stanza 2, 


* 


# 
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If Heaven ordains to prefide o'er the State, 
One who lives at his Eaſe, and ne'er puzzles his 


Pate, 
| Cripples — Ideots — hen ceforth, may put in for the 
Plate. . | 25 
Which No- body can deny, &c 
XII. 


+ No 5 tis Virtue ſuperior, and Wiſdem, and Might, 

Which alone can create — and eftabliſh this Right — 

Thus Reaſon concludes — and 'tis ckar as the Light. 
Which No- body can deny, &c. 


A 


* Stanza 3. I Stanza 4. 
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XIII. 


* To thoſe Royal Machines (ſuch Machines are but 
Few) 
That ſet by the Law, like good Watches go true, 
Some Praiſe, I confeſs — ſome Reſpet? there is due. 
Which No-body can deny, Sc. 


Wo 


In ſuch a rare Caſe, I will own, my Brave Boys] 

That, for once, you have made a moſt excellent 
Chucce, h 

Nor ſhou'd ſcruple t' applaud him with Heart and 
with Y vice. : | - 

Which Nobody can deny, c, 


AV, 


5 CES 
7 * a at. i. AM. 


a” 1 


* Stanza 19. 


Vor. I. 2 


Ps 


5 
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X Y . 


Lou may how — you may cringe — and let fly your 
Huzzas — 
Thro' the Prince — your own Merit more ſurely to 
raiſe — 
Who, for choofing ſo wiſely, deſerve all the Praiſe. 
Which No-body can deny, Gc. 


XVI. 


* But to you — ye thrice Sacred, Wiſe, Virtuous and 
Strong "1 
The abſolute Sway does moſt fitly belong — 
Which brings me almoſt to an End of my Song. | 
Which No-body can deny, &c. 


XVII. 


* Stanza 4. 
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XVII. 


+ If, perchance, One no Wiſer ſhou'd be than his 
„, 
Nor any more Virtuous, nor Strong than another, 


Then the Scepter belongs to One as well as Toter. 
Which No- body can deny, &c. 


Preſeription, or Laws then, no longer need bind; 
Your Allegiance and Faith you may give to the Wind; 
What you Foore with your Lips — you a 


with your Mind. 
Which No- body can 1 Ee. 


2 2 XIX. 
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XIX. 


Of this nice Di/in#or I ſurely may boaſt - 
May our Rulers the 7 of it prove to their Ch, 


Ande ev ry Man here take a Cut at the Roaſt. 
Which N Ty can deny, Ge. 


3 3 — a (4 


XX, 


72 


3 . 3 2 


* N &'er fall on your Knees — tis the Croard's Re- 


_ ſource — 
| We re not marri ny to Princes _ for better for worſe =_ 


80 if fair Means won't do— we muſt rout them by 


\ ' ＋ 
. ; * s 


. 
Which No-body can deny, &c. 


XXI. 


_— 


* Stanza 23, | 2 
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Fi: 1 
XXII 


For Heaven, Were, we well may ſuppoſe 0 SEL 
Will tamely look on — nor the leaſt inter poſe * 
To aid us againſt ſuch contemptible Foes. 

: Which N o-body can deny, Sc. 


XXII. 


*]s it fit that Sir Robert — that daſtardly Knight L 
With the reſt of his Crew, ſhou'd by pitiful Sight, 
Any longer enjoy a whole People s Right? 

Which No- body can an, Sc. 


NE XXII. 


* Stanza 20, 
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XXIII. 
Then, to Arms — my brave Boys ! once more I im- 
plüwKksͤre you — 
Knock them All on the Head to retrieve England $ 
| Ghry _ 
And your Fame will out-ſhine all the Heroes in Story. 
Which No-body can deny, &c. 
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W dae de dk IR TRE RAG RTE 
De HUE and CRY. 1720. 


TES] hear all ye Beaux and Wits, 
Poets — Muſicians — 'Squires — and Cits--= 


All who in Town, or Country dwell ! 
Say — can you Tale or Tidings tell 

Of Tortorella's haſty Hligbt, | 
Why in new Groves ſhe takes Delight; 
And if, in Conſort, or Alone, 

The cooing Murm'rer makes her Moan. 


Now learn the Marks, by which you may | | 
Trace out, and ſtop the lovely Stray. 


& 4  :/. 


* . . N a * 6 * 1 
* . 
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Some Wit — more Folly — and no Care — 
Thoughtleſ her Condud? — free her Air — 

Gay — Scornful — Sober — Indi ſereet — 
Ia whom all Contradictiaus meet; 
Obligi 1. rude — Mature d. Ea 
Form'd both to Charm you, and Diſpleaſe ye 3 
Much Want of Judgment — none of Pride = © 
Modiſh her Dreſs — her Hoop full 27d f 5 
Brown Skin— Eyes blacker than a She — 


An Angel, pleas d — when ver d, a Shrew, 


Genteel her Motion, when ſhe walks, 
Sweetly ſhe /ings, and loudly 7aſks ; 
Knows all the Norid, and its Affairs, 
Who goes to Court -- to Plays — to Pray'rs — 
Who kegps — who marries — fails, or thrives — 
Leads neff, or diſhoneſt Lives : 


* 
468 8 


What 


Then reach her —— if you can 
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What Money match'd each Youth and Maid, 
And who was at each Maſquerade : : 

Of all fine r in this; Ane D REES 
She's only to Herſelf -- unknown, 


» Fg : P 3 4 , * .* 4 „ f * * a” 
: - ” i 


| | 7 
dS 4 GA. 4 19 $5 xx 34 Ro In. 


By this Deſcription, if you meet her, 
With lowly Bows, and Homage, greet, 4 * 


If you ſhou'd bring the Fogrant Beauty . 4 
Back to her Mamma -= and her Nuiy - 
Aſk for Rewars, a Lover's: Bliſs. | fo 


And ——1fſhe'll let you —— take a K — | 
Or more if more you wiſh, and may 
Try if at Church the Words ſhe'll ſay, 


tOBEY, 


a : 
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Fee eee e,; 
| 7 * N N 5 . 7 r o * 7 » CG, »,% FIT? * i * 7 
. ENDO ONO OO NOUN INS OT SOON OC ICONCOVORNOCK? 


We FLEA of TASTE. 


Ax, daring Bier did Anbition's Fire, 
8 Or Beauty's Charms, thy little Bregſt inſpire? 

Was it or Pride, or Ele gance of Taſte, 

That tempted Thee to ſuch a coſtly Feaft, 

Where Life's the Price of each intruding Gueſt? 

That thou, of Danger fearleſs, durſt invade 

The awful Hand of that Angelic Maid; 

And ſacrilegioufſly — preſume to touch — 

What boldeſt Mortal tremble to approach? 

Can Inſef-Boſoms glow with Thoughts like Theſe, 

* And dwell ſuch daring Souls in little * Fleas ? 

By this Exploit Immortaliz'd, thy Name 

Shall ſtand the Foremoſt in the Lift of Fame: 


Not 


— 


a N 2 
— — 


* See Pope's Rape of the Lock. P. 1. 
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Not &en thoſe Flies, which Roman Annals tell 
Beneath Domitian's golden Bodkrn fell, 
(Tho' from the World's proud Lord they met their 
0 N 
Promi ſcuous, with the richeſt Blood of Rome ;) 
In the Records of Fame ſo glorious ſhine, 
Or boaſt a Death ſo nobly great as Tine; 
Who to Cordelia's beauteous Hand aſpir' d, 
And — on her Nai] —— triumphantly expir d. 


Oh ! wou'd ſome God, propitious, deign t' inſpire 
My lab'ring Breaſt with Maro's facred Fire, 
That, worthy 7. hee, thy Fate I might rehearſe, 
And ſing the daring Deed -- in equal Yerſe — 
Then future Ages ſhou'd with Wonder ſee 
The Mantuan Gnat — outrival'd by a Flea. 


$200 


To 
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EASY 


With a Drawing of Corp, done Py 
the Þ Author, i — 


H EN gen rous Dido in Diſpuiſe careſs d 
1 his Cod, and fondly claſp” d him to ber 
* Breaſt; 
Soon the fly Boy ſtorm'd her unguarded Heart, 
And am'rous Fires diffus'd. thro ev'ry Part ; | 
| | | Warm 


— J 


» 


I The Reader will not think This the leſs valuable for be- 

ing a Specimen of the late Mr. Hughes's Genius at the Age of 
Nineteen, communicated to Me by the worthy Editor of his 
Morte, in which it is omitted. I take this public Occaſian of 
returning that Gentleman Thanks for ſome other entertaining 
Pickes | in the Courſe of this Collection. 
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Warm W:/hes firſt, and tender Thoughts aroſe; 
Then S1ghs and Murmurs the ſoit Fame diſcloſe : 


In vain ſhe wou'd ſuppre fe the New-born Fire; 
It ſcorn'd her weak E//ays, and roſe the higher : : 


Invainfrom Fraſts- from Balls --Relief ſhe ſought — - 
The Tan Youth, alone, — her anxious 
Thought. 

_ His Heav' nly Form ſtill wander'd in her Sight, 


For Him ſhe /gh'd by 2 and dreant of Him by 
Night: 


Still Fate oppos'd her und . ; 
She dy'd, forſook and ſcorn d, in black Deſpair., 


No ſuch Event, fair Nymph, you need to fear; 
Smiles, without Darts, alone attend Him here: 
Weak and unarm'd, unable to ſurprige, 

He waits for Influence from your conq'ring Eyes: 
Heav'n change the Omen then, and may this — 
A happy Prelude of ſucceſsful Love. 


8 
| = 
* — 


* 3 
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ARECIPE for an ASTHMA, 


M4? CUS, Old Friend, accept from Me, 
The following Rules without a Fee. 


An Afthma is your Caſe, I think, 
So you muſt neither Eat, nor Drink — 

I mean, of Meats preſerv'd in Salt, 
Nor any Liquor made of Malt : | 

From ſeaſon'd Sauce, avert your Eyes, 

From Hams, and Tongues, and Pidgeon * 4 
If Ven ſon Paſty 's ſet before ye, 

Each Bit you eat — Memento mori : 

Your Supper, Nothing — if you pleaſe 
But above all — no Toafted Cheeſe. 


Tis likely, you will now obſerve, 
What I preſcribe will make you ftarve; 
No allow you at a Meal, 

A Necla Lon — or Leg of Veal: 
Young Turkeys, 1 allow you Four 
Partridges . Pullets — half a Score: 
Of Houſe Lamb boil'd eat Quarters Tuo — 
The Devil's in't — if That won't do. 
Now as to Liquor why, indeed, 
Might I adviſe — it ſhou'd be Mead: 
Glaſſes of Vine, t'extinguiſh Drought, 


Drink 7. wo, with Water — Three, without. 


Let conſtant Exerciſe be try'd, 

And ſometimes Falk, and ſometimes Ride; 
 Healtt's oft ner met on Highgate Hill, 
Than in Apothecary's Bill. 

Be not in haſte, nor think to do 

Your Bus'neſs with a Purge or Two: 
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Somme, 
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Some, if they are not well at . 
Proclaim their Doctor for a Dunce ; 
Reſtleſs, from Luc to \Wack they range, 
When tis Themſelves they ought to 2 55 1 
Nature hates Violence and Force ——: ff! 
By Methed led, and gentle Curſe: OE 
| Rules and  Reftraint you muſt endure, 
I. brought by Time, tis ts Time muſt cure : 
The Uſe of Ve exctables ry; 
And prize Pomona — in a 85— 
Young Bacchus Rites you muſt avoid, 


And leave fair Ve enus unenjoy d: 


Whate' er you take, put ſomewhat God i in, | 


And worſhip Ceres — in a Pudding — — 
For Breakfa . — it is my Advice 
Eat Gruel— Sago — - Barley: — Rice: 
Take Burdock Roots - and by my 7 , 
I'd ingie Dai Nes i in Ly Breth, : 


* 


Thus, 


1 
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Thus, you with Eaſe may draw your Breath, „ 
Deluding, what you dread not, Death; 
Laugh with your Friends, be gay and thrive, 
Enrich'd by Thoſe whom you ſurvive. 


| 
'v 
| 
| 
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1 N 16 N. 
5 By a LAD 1 


E Virgin Pow'rs ! defend my Heart 

From am'rous Looks and Smiles ; 

From ſaucy Love, or nicer Art, 
Which m9 our Sex beguiles. 


\ 


: II, 


| From Sighsand Vous, from awful Fears, 
1 That tender Pity move; | 
l From ſpeaking Silence, and from Tears, 
mW — Thoſe Springs — that water Love. 
_wF 


III. 


? 
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UI. 


But if, thro· Paſſion, I grow blind, 
Let Honour be my Guide ; 

And when frail Nature ſeems inclin's, 

There place a Guard of Pride. 


IV. 


An Heart, whoſe Flames are ſeen, cho pure; 
Needs ev'ry Virtue's Aid; 

And She who thinks Herſelf ſecure, 
The ſaoneft is betray d. 


Aa 2 We 7 


8 
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From a young GENTLEMAN in the Coun- 
try to his FRiEND at OXFORD. 


Dec. 20, 1727. 


0 you whom Learning's Seats delight, 
From * Widford's bleſs'd Retreat, J write; 
Jo let you know how tis we fare — 
On Country Feed, and Country Air. 
But firſt our Houſe I'll lay before ye 
A little Box —— in Height one Story — 
| 8 


6 OOO 


— Io — 


e . 
2 1 — — — — 
+ =% % . 


* In Hertfordſhire. 
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Our Noom amount to barely bre: 
For Tom — my Landlady — and Me. 
Nor, (witneſs this infipid Stuff) 

| Have we Conveniences enough, 

To entertain, (as Poets uſe,) 

That Senſe-inſpiring Gir / the Muſe. 


But, P—x on Senſe, and Inſpiration —— 
In Poetry — they're out of Faſhion : 
| So, to proceed — This humble Cell 

Stands (as the common Phraſe is) well Ko 
"Tis ſmall — but then 'tis neat and warm — 
Nor Fears from Winds or Tempeſts harm. 
Our Hoff — an honeſt, hearty Man —— 
(Find ſuch another, if you can) 
Has been, tho' now quite paſt his n, 
An honeſt Coachman, i in his Time: 
And {till continues to provoke 

Our Mirth, by ſome dry Stable Foke. 
| A a 3 


His 
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His Wife — a comely, wholſome Dame —— 
For Houſewif" ry, the firſt in Fame, 

That humble F/:dford e er cou'd boaſt, 

To cure the Pot — or rule the Rogff — 
They live a queeriſh ſort of Life, 

But not at all like Mar and- Wife: 

They never fight — and ſeldom hiſs — 

In ſhort — they're neither That — nor This - — 
Aſk em how 'twas they came to tie = 
The Marriage Knot — they can't tell why — 
She fares, as if ſhe'd quite forgot ; 

Aſk Jſaac, how it was — or what —— 

How was t, my Dear? why, let me [ee = — 

I think 'twas Nu that courted Me — 

I won't be pof rive, tho', neither: 

Whence 'tis but fair, I think, to gather, 
Sarah, lik'd Iſaac — Tſaac, Sary — 

And ſo They chanc d — as twere — to marry. 


Thus, 
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Thus, Sir, our Matters go within, 

Free from Impertinence and Spleen : 

But if Abroad you turn your Eye, 

Jo ſee what honeſt Friends are nigh, 
Within our narrow Neighbourhood, 

Our Friends you'll find are Few — but Good. 

The Squire, a Man profoundly read 

In Baker — Hide — and Holling ſhead 1 

In Claſſics, too, not {kill'd a little; 

| Knows Maſter Virgil ai to a Tittle : 

Horace and Ovid — are his Own 

Authors I've heard him talk upon 

With ſo much Judgment, ſo much Fire, 
Each Word bely'd the Country Squire: 

In Principles, (if right I gueſs), 
He's not a Whig — a Tory, leſs — 

Nor this, nor that Side he'll defend; 
But to each Hone/? Man — a Friend. 


Aa 4 The. 
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The Next — whoſe Friendſhip crowns my Bliſs -- 


An hearty, honeſt Farmer is — 


His Station anſwers not his Senſe ; 
From Rudeneſs — Ruſtic Infolence — 
From Avarice, and Knavery, 

From Pride, and all Ni- Nature free. 


The Third s a Miller —  Honeft too — 
(Your Proverbs are not always true) | 
A gen'rous, open hearted Soul, 

One who dares freely ſpend his Toll; 
And, our Acquaintance more to grace, 


I. —— High-Church-Warden of the Place. 


Bleſs'd in each Circumſtance of Life, 


But that — (God bleſs the Man I) his V he 
His Wife? — Yes, Sir — his Wifzs -— what? 


A very folly - — Mans for that. 
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Of theſe good Friends, Gard one or — 8 


To ſee the Curate aud his Brother, 

Each Sunday, after Evening-Pray'rs, 

Sure as the Sunday comes — repairs : 
With whom next Day we needs muſt dine 
On Chriſtmas Pye, and roaſt Sirloin; 


Where few Words paſs'd — as Sir how d'ye — 


Thank ye —- a merry Chriſtmas t'ye -—- 
{At this we kiſs the Parmer”s Wife) 
Each Man falls to, as 'twere for Life; 
Each cracks his Bottle, and his Teſt, 
While ſmiling Welcome makes the Feaft. 
Next Morn, e er Phæbus rears his Head 
From Sea-green Tethys' wat'ry Bed, 
To us the Goddeſs Health reſorts, 
And calls us forth to Rural Sports; 
As Seaſons yield — to courſe the Hare --- 
Or mark the deſtin'd Snipe from far. 
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Such vaſt Variety of Bliſs 

Attends an humble Life like This; 

I cou'd, almoſt, with Pity view 

Een Learning's Seat — tho bleſs d with How. 
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A. EPIT AP H. 
o CLAUDY PHILIPS, 


M u $1CIAN. 


P HILIPS, whoſe Touch harmonious cou'd re- 
move 
The Pangs of Guilty Pow'r, and hapleſs Love, 
Here Sleep Diſtreſs d by Poverty no more 
Here find that Calm thou gav'ſ ſo oft before : 
| Reft undiffurtd, within this peaceful Shrine, 
Till Angels wake Thee — with a Note like Thine. 


"WP 
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A EPISTLE », 
Humbly inſcribed to his Gr--ce the D--ke 
of Ch--nd--s. 1732. | 


| Homo ſum ; nibil humani Me alienum puto. 
| TER. 


CCEPT, My Lord, the Tribute which I bring, 
A. Due to the fair Perfection which I fing; 
Due to Yourſelf — for who wou'd paint it true, 
Muſt trace its bright Original in 7ou. 


Oh! 


— 


The above was occaſion'd by an Epiſtle to Lord B—7r1--ng- 
t—7, on the Uſe of Riches, in which the Author traduces his 
Gr ce in the moſt ſcurrilous Manner, under the Character of 
Timon. - 
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Oh! born to Merit, and to gain the Prize, 
Which Mortal doat on with defiring Eyes * | 
Juſtly has Heav'n indulg'd the ample Sore, 
And where it found the il — beſtow d the Fou ws 
Thy Soul attun d to ſoft Humanity, 
No wretched Object, unconcern'd, can ſee: 
| Thy lib'ral Hand, and open Heart conſpire, 
To raiſe up humble Virtue from the Mire; 
With tender Sympathy thy Boſom heaves, 
Joys with the Happy -- with the Wretched grieves 
When Arts or Learning, penſive droop their Heads, 
Thy ready Care ſupplies the chearful Aids: 
And (what ſhou'd ſtrike the Monſter Envy dead) 
Thy very Pleaſures — are to Thouſands -- Bread. 


And yet there lives (oh! Shame to Human Race 
A Wretch, who boaſts within your Heart a Place: 
Who, 
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Who, like an Adder, fwoll'n with cheriſhing, 
Darts at his Patron his relentleſs Sting : 


mill treated, yet not fleas'd -— careſi d, yet rude — 
Who pays aCh--nd--s Marth with vile Ingratitude, 


| Mevius, thou worſt of Men ! (if Mon Thou art) 
Thou Syren-Charmer, with a Damor's Heart! 
Sweet is thy Voice, and artful is thy Hand, 
Who can thy foothing Hay mony withſtand? 
The Great — the Good too ſkillful to ne 
Heedlefs to touch th'inhoſpitable Shore; 
With Thee to join in Priend/hip's Gaered Bands, 
And nearer to admire thy melting Strains : = 
But ſoon their Confidence miſplac d they rue, = 
Their ſpotleſs Fame torn, and devour'd by Tou. 


Ah! hapleſs They on whom, unknown you ſmile, 


| Whoſe yielding Hearts thy Flatteries beguile : 
Themſelves they ſoon ſhall ſee with wild Surprize 
Adorn'd, as Victims, for the Sacrifice : 


8 
\ 
8 
4 
1 
4 
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So Addiſon —— Peace to his gentle Shade ! 
Was to thy treach rous Merit once betray'd — 

So Ch--nd--s, gen rous Lord, is taught to know 
That to oblige, is to exgſp rate you —— 


The ſame ſhall ev ry worthy Patron ſee, 
And B--rl-ngt—1 Himſelf — be ftabb'd by Thee. 


nut fay, thou mean 4r7ificer of III! 
Vain as thou art of thy acknowledged Skill, 
Why ſo intent the brighte/ff Names to chuſe 
For the leud Sport of thy Satyric Muſe ? 
Think'ft thou, by mangling them with Tartar 
Spirit, | | 
Thou may'ſt Thyſelf the gaudy Sfoils inherit ? 


Miſtaken Mrerch! thy Satyr — Praiſe ſhall be 


And their Reproach — thy lafting Infamy. 
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Is this the ® Senſe, to Science ſo prefer'd? 
Better the Inffin of the Savage Herd 


Nor Bears, nor gers, their own Kind a 
Mare focial They — and milder far than You. 


e and Grandeur hurt chy Bes ; 
Objets too mighty tor thy Pigmy Size : 
Burrow'd in T]. . you of 7. 22 decide, 


With Magiſterial Air, and Cynic Pride; 


What, haply, ſquares not with thy ſcanty Rule, 


(So you decree) is mean — inſipid —— dull : 
As well thou might'ſt the human Feature ſhape, 
And, for true Beauty, recommend — an Ape: 


As well thy Stature — might the Standard be —— 


And — Six Foct bigh — be rank Deformity. 


wy. 


Mavis 


1 


— 


* See Epiſtle to Lord B:-r1--ngt--n, L. 42, 43, 44 


1 A, 
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| Merci reanfult . you have ought 4% 7 efign' d-= 
True Taſte's the fair Idea of his Mind : 
Vain all your Labour, and Expence muſt be; 
If Mewins nicer Yudgment diſagree * 
Safer to ſee the Copy ready drain; 
His Houſe, a Box — a Fairy Ring, his Lawn — 
A Lilliputian Grot, his cool Retreat, 
Where blended Meß, and Shells, and Coral meet: 
His Fountains, Puddles — which Straw Pipes might 

fill 

Or Baby Cupids — piſſing thro' a Quill 
His Niches, Cracks fill'd with Squab Deities — 
A Tiny fove —— an Infant Hercules — 


His Library of Books, no ample Stare 


His own Works neatly beund — and little more. 


Thus has he plan d out his own mighty Soul, 
And of ſmall Parts compos'd a wond'rous Whole : 
„ B b | Wi 
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O Art egregious! Judgment exquiſite | 

Sagacicus only of what's truly Great ! 

No more ſhall Barbariſm the World o' er- run, 
 Proftrate ſhall fall each Vandal, Goth, and Hun, 
And bend ſubmiſſfve — to his awful Throne : 

No more ſhall Sheppard — dare to draw a Line — 
No more ſhall Bridgeman — offer at Deſign — 
With willing Homage All ſhall own his Pow'r, 
And dub Him —— Univerſal Connoiſſeur. 


But ſince the Gods indulge thy loftier Mind 
To ſettle what was never, yet defign'd ; 


Tell us, good Mævius— ere we part what — is't, 

This Thing thou boaſteſt of ſo much — this 74e? 

—*Tis what eſcapes the Wiſe, as well as Fool — 

But, prithee, point us out ſome certain Rude == | 

That we may fix this great Diſcovery, | 

And Others knowing, as Thy ſelf, may be: - 

—*Tis what I know, but cannot well deſcribe — 

How then ſhall meaner Souls this Ta/te imbibe? 
3 
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A Rule there is, moſt certain -- and but One —— 
What is't ? — tis Senſe -- what Senſe, dread Sir | — 
my Own, | 


Fooliſh and Vain ! wert Thou to dictate, born? 
Know that Mankind thy haughty Precepts ſcorn ; 
Pleas'd with In/iru&om, they diſdain the Rod; | 
Admit Repro but hate the Tyrant — No! 
Thy Rule neglected, they their Right aſſert, 
And for True J. afte read Nature join'd with Art; 
Thro' various Ways, the fame great End purſue, 
And ſtudy to delight Themſelves 5 


not Toa. 


For Thee, proud Reptile! Pains are ſtill in Store, 
And Fuftice waits but her appointed Hour : 
Soon will Mankind with Indignation fire, 
And in the Common Cauſe, as One, conſpire : 
For thy baſe Spoils ſhall juſt Repriſals make, 
And puniſh Thee — for injur'd Virtue's Sake: 
Bb 2 1 
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I ſee Thee ſtript of Honours thou haſt worn, 
Expos'd to private Feſt — and public Scorn — 
Driv'n from the Herd, all pale with wild Deſpair, 
Panting and Breathleſs, like the tainted Deer. 


Forgive, my Lord, theſe Tranſports of the Mae 
(It is not Railing, juſtly to Accuſe) 
With fix'd Regard ſhe eyes her darling Theme, 
And only blames — what all Men muſt condemn. 
When Pit with Malice, is in League combin'd, 
- *Tis Virtue, then to bear an hoſtile Mind, 
F And to hate Mzvius — is to love Mankind. 


G ood-natur d Wit a Talent is from Heav'n, 
For nobleſt Purpoſes to Mortal. giv'n: 
Studious to pleaſe, it ſeeks not Others Harm b 
It cuts, to Beal and fights, but to diſarm --- 
It chears the Spirits, ſmooths the anxious Brow, 
Renews to Indu/try — and chaſes Moe — 
In 
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In beauteous Colours dreſſes home-ſpun 7 * 
And Wiſdom recommends to heedleſs Touth : 

At Vice till points its ſtrongeſt Ridicule, 

And ſhames to Virtue V7 ev'ry vicious Fool : 
Like you, my Lord, it all Mankind invites; 
Like you inſtructs them --- and like you delights. 


Not Mævius ſo-- with unrelenting Spleen, 
And unprovok'd, he draws the Weapon keen: 
With Gladiator-Fury deals his Blows, 

And thinks to gaſh and hack — is to amuſe : 

To Vice indulgent -- Virtue he pollutes -- 

And preys, like Vaſps, upon the faireſt Fruits: 

He ſingles out, his little Rage to ſpend, 

The Grod — the Kind — the Gem rous — and the 

Friend: 

Eager to cenſure -- ſkilful to traduce — 

Of Falſhood forgetive, and mean Abuſe, 

To Satyr rude he proſtitutes his Muſe, 
Bb 3 But 
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But now, no more her ſully'd Beauty warms — 
For frontleſs Inpudence — has ſunk her Charms, 


In Mævius Soul — a Fee profeſt we find _ 
In you, my Lord — a Patron of Mankind : 
Your well known Character his Art confounds, 
And hislow Satyr only ſnarls -- not wounds : 
Enlighten'd, now, the 7/orld is undeceiv'd ; 
Who cenſures Yb can never be believ'd 2 
We envy not the Vyerch his faded Bays; 
We ſcorn his Malice -- and reje& his Praiſe : 
; We read him backward -- like a Witch's Pray'r — 
And find not Timon -- but a Ch-nd--s there. 


* 
oP 
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ESE G26272 


$ 


An E PI GR A M. 
On a POE M intitled — FaLs E TASTE. 


ET P--pe, no more, what Ch--nd--s builds, 
deride, 
Becauſe he takes not Nature — for his Guide; 
Since wond'rous Cr:tic ! in thy Form we fee ; 


That Nature's ſelf may err — as well as He. 


Bb 4 


EEE» »l 9 oP l Hees 
e e 


An ANSWER 0 4 young LA b v 
20 iuquir d what Another had miſ- 
carried of. 


1 EAR Madam — the Thing you inquire a- 
| 1 bout, e e 
Wou'd puzzle the D---1 Himſelf to find out, 
And ſay what it s there is no One can tell -- 
To fay what it vas not -- may be done very well - 
Of no Feminine ſort — nor of that call'd a Male 
Nor of that where both Sexes are ſaid to prevail — 
In ſhort 'twas a Matter — without Head or Tail: 
Twas a Subſtance, indeed - — That may fairly be ſaid-- 
But without Form, and Void neither Living -- nor 
Dead, 
Something 
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Something went to the making this Thing of no 
Pre — N 

IT was . — but then, we cou d make No- 

bing of it — 
And in this, ſure, I cannot be ſaid much to err in, 
H :/þ twas not — nor Fleſh -— 0 nor 1 Red 
Hering — 

Yet ſuch the fine Ladies that ame in the Ring — 
Ev'n Dear N--1n--y F--d --was once that very Thing. 
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* 


S D ee 


Upon I. ADY 8. inging to Ber 
Late 


HEN on each Word the Fate of Albion 
hung, 


Such was the Mufick of thy F ther 8 Naber ; 


So charm'd his Voice — when tun'd in Freedom's 
Cauſe — 
In Thine — we bar 0 feel what 6 


So charm d his Voice — nor was it's matchleſ Skill 
More ſure to Save -- than Czha's now to Kill -- 
And, Oh ! in vain did thy Immortal Sire, 
(Whole mighty Breaſt Rome's Genius did inſpire) 
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His pow'rful, melting Eloguence employ, 

To ſave that Liberty, which you deſtroy : 

To make us Free — in vain the Patriot ſtrove — 
While Cælia — dooms us to be Slaves — to Love. 
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nn. 


Sent to the EDITOR by an unknown 


Hand. 


N Life, if Moes do more than Joys bong 
Nor Pain, with greater Good, is always crown'd; 
And often proves the Lot of Innocence, 
How can it's Sway, o'er all the World of fink, 
Be join'd with an All-gracious Providence; 
| Or with that Fair Idea reconcil'd, 
Which by Dzvines is perfect Goodneſs ſtil'd ; 
Tho“ Wiſdom Infinite may ſtill prefs ide, 
And each nice Spring of this Great Fabrick guide? ? 


ANSWER 


OO ERIE. Wo > rg % 


wy 4 HS 
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FE CORTE BE CHD? 


N 3 © ö 
By ith E D I '. [ 


F what you ſeet be rightly underſtood, 

I- does not on the Mole prepond' rate Good; 
Or Mar's to blame — for God gave Reaſon's Light 

To guide our Footſteps, and direct us right: 

Is Cod to blame — becauſe by Paſſion blind, 

Man will go wrong — and leave his Guide behind ? 


But ſay 
That Iznocence and Virtue ſuffer too? 
'Mongſt other Reaſons, reckon this for One — 


how comes it, tho” all this be zrue, 


The Vicious Sire — oft taints a virtuous Son: 

— But orant They ſuffer from ſome other Cauſe — 

Muſt God ſuſpend, or change his equal Lars, 

From fix'd Decrees, to humour Mortals, fwerve — 
And make us happier — than the Beſt deſerve ? 

| | \ Beſides, 
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Beſides, the Rule is falſe — to judge of L 
By what to Us, (perhaps,) Man ſeems to feel; 
In Pain and Poverty, tis often ſeen 


Or let the worſt of what he feels be ſaid, 

He's fure — Hereafter — to be over-paid : 
Such the Decrees that Juſtice muſt diſpenſe, 
And ſuch th' Impartial Will of Providence. 

The Kr by which his Attributes are ty d, 

No Time can ſeparate — nor Chance divide — 

You grant his Pow'r is Infinite to 45 ; 

Then infinitely Wiſe he muſt be too : 


Since Pow'r to Aci — without unerring Will — 


Is but a Pow r to AF — and Blunder ſill — 
Wiſdom and Pow r aut allow d, 


What hinders but He” s Infinitely Good? 


U The Wretch, without — has found a Heav'n, within: 


Or fay — ye Wiſe ! for doubtleſs you can tell — 


How Envy can with ſuch Perfections dwell? 


- = r 


On 
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On SAPPHO ond DELIA, 


Two POETICAL SISTERS, .Y 


Wo Rival Sifters, in alternate Strains, 
> Once charm'd, with equal Yerſe, the liſt ning - . 
Swim 5 | | 
Smit with their Song, Apollo heard -— nor knew 
To whom the well conteſted Palm was due: 
Let Each, hecry'd, the Poet's Honours ſhare ; | 
Let Each, henceforth, be ev'ry Muſe's Care; 
No btighter Gifts can Heav'n itſelf diſpenſe, 
Than Sappbo's ſprightly Vit — and Delia's modeſt 
Senſe. 3 


* 
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We SCHOOL-MISTRESS", 


IPO EM, &. 


Written at ColILE GR, 1736. 


In Imitation of SPENSER. | 

| 

] 

I. : 

H me! full ſorely is my Heart forlorn, ; 

To think that Merit thus neglected lies ö 
While partial Fame doth with her Blaſts adorn 4 
Burg Deeds alone, as Pride and Pomp diſguiſe; ; 4 
J 


Deeds 


3 
* 


r 


_-_ kd 3 


This has been printed before by Mr. Dodſiey, but ſo near * 
both in Deſign and Execution, to the Poem which immediately 
fellows it, that I cou'd not reſiſt the Pleaſure of exhibiting them | 
together, or deny my Miſcellany the Credit of a Per formance that 
wou'd do Honour to the Be, and muſt give ſome Value to the 
molt indifferent Collection. 
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Deeds of ill Sort, and miſchievous * Empriſe l 
Lend me thy Trumpet, Goddeſs ! let me try 

| To ſound the Praiſe of Merit e'er it dies: 
Such as I oft have chanced to eb... 
Loft in the dreary Shades of dull Obſcurity. 


II. 


In ev'ry Mart that ſtands on Britain's Iſle, 

In ev'ry Village leſs reveal'd to Fame, 

Dwells there, in Cottage known about a Mile, 
A Matron old, whom we School- Miſtreſs name; 
Who boaſts unruly Brats with Birch to tame: 
They grieven ſore in Durance vile y-pent, 


A' d by the Pow'r of uncontrouled Dame; 


And oft-times, on J. agaries idly bent. 
For Hair unkempt, or Taſe unconn'd, are forely ö 
of ſhent. 5 [ 
III. 


— 


— 


Enterprizs. f Blam'd. 
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II. 


And all in ſight does riſe a Birchen Tree, 
Which Learning near her little Dome did ſtow, 
Whilom a Tig of ſmall Regard to ſee, 


Tho now ſo wide its waving Branches flow; 


And work the ſimple Vaſſals mickle Moe: 


For not a Wind might curl the Leaves, that blew,* 


But their Limbs ſhudder'd, and their Pulſe beat low; 


And as they look'd, they found e Horror grew, 
And ſhap'd it into Rods, and tingled at the View. 


Iv, 


1 


2. — 


Nam ſeu mobilibus * inborruit 
Ad ventum foliis 


Et corde & genibus tremit. 


Ho R. 
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IV. 


So have I ſeen (who has not, may conceive,) 

A lifeleſs Phantom near a Garden plac'd : A 

So does it little Birds of Peace bereave, | 

Of Sport, of Song, of Pleaſure, and Repaſt : 

© They tart, they ſtare, they wheel, they look aghaſt: 
Sad Servitude! ſuch comfortleſs Annoy 

Ah ! ne'er may Britain's Sons, maturer, taſte ! 

Ne Superſtition clog their Dance of Joy, 

Ne Phantom empty, vain their native Bliſs deſtroy. | 


+ Nar to this Dome is found a Patch ſo green, 
On which the Tribe their Gambols do diſplay : | 
Als at the Door 1mpris'ning Board is ſeen, 
| Leſt weakly Wigbts of ſmaller Size ſhould ftray ; 
"OE ; , Eager, 


— 


| | 
res 
— — 
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Eager, perdie, to baſk in Sun-ſbine Day 

The Noiſes intermix d, which thence reſound, 
Do Learning's little Tenement betray : ” 

Where ſits the Dame, diſguis d in Look profound, 
And eyes her Fairy-throng, and turns her Wheel 


around. 


VI. 


Her Cap, far whiter than the driven Snow, 

Emblem right meet of Decency does yield : 

Her Apron dy'd in Grain, as blue, I trow, 

As is the Hair-bell that adorns the Field : 

And in her * for Scepter, ſhe wou'd wield 
1 | Twa 


„ audite voces, vagitus & mgens, 
Infantumgue anime flentes in limine primo. 


VIRG. 


K. 
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Twa Birchen Sprays; with pallid Fear entwin'd, 

With dark Diſtruſt, and fad Repentance fill'd; 

And keen Regret, and ſharp Aflidtion join'd, 

And Vengeance uncontroul'd, and Diſcipline un- 
kind #, 


VII. 


Few but have ken'd, in Semblance meet pourtray'd, 

The childiſh Faces of old Eol's Train, 

Libs, Notus, Aufter ; theſe in Frowns array d, 

How then would fare or Earth, or Sky, or Main, 

Were the ſtern Pow'r to give his S/aves the Rein? 

And were not She rebellious Minds to quell, 

And were not She her Statutes to maintain, 

The Cot no more, I ween, were judg'd the Cell 

Where lovely Peace of Mind, and decent Order 
dwell. | | 

Se 3 VIII. 


———_—_— 


* 


1 
= 


* Pulgores nunc terrificos, ſonitumgue, netumque, 
Miſcebant operi, flammiſque ſequacibus iras. Vir, 
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VII. 


The Gown, which o'er her Shoulders thrown ſhe 
—_ | 

Was Ruſſet-fuff, (who knows not Ruſſet-ſtuff ?) 
Great Comfort to her Mind that ſhe was clad 
In Texture of her own, all ſtrong and tough, 
N e did ſhe cer complain, ne deem it rough ; 
And, well I trow, her Pupils all around, 
Thro' pious Awe, did term it fine enough: 
For they with gaping Wonderment abound, 
And think, no doubt, ſhe been the greateſt . Jobt 


on Ground. 


3 


Albeit ne Flat?'ry did corrupt her Truth, 
Ne pompous Title did debauch her Ear: 
Goody, Good-woman, Goſſip, Dame, Four, 


Or Naunt, the ſole Additions ſhe did hear : 
Yei 
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Yet theſe ſhe challeng'd, theſe ſhe held right dear: 
Ne wou'd eſteem him act as did behove, 

Who did not honour'd * Eld with theſe revere ; 
For Title is there none ſo mean doth prove, 

But there is eke a Mind which doth that Title love, 


bo. 


One antient Hen ſhe took delight to feed, 

The plodding Pattern of this buſy Dame! 

Which, ever and anon, as ſhe had need, 

Into her School, begirt with Chickens, came; 

Buch Favour did her paſt Deportment claim: 
And if Neglect had laviſh'd on the Ground 

Fragment of Bread, ſhe ſtill did hoard the fame : 

For well the knew, and quaintly cou'd expound 

The Chicken-feeding Pow'r of ev'ry Crumb ſhe 

| found, 


* 


Ces XI, 


2 Old Age. 


_ 
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4 

| 

3 , 

In Elbow-chair, like that of Scotiſb Stem, ] 


By the ſharp Tooth of cank'ring Eld defac'd, 

In which, when he receives his Diadem, 

Our ſovereign Lord and * liefeſt Liege is plac'd, 

The Matron fate ; and ſome with Rank ſhe grac'd, 
The Source of Children's, and of Courtier's Pride: 
Redreſs'd Afronts, (for vile Afronts there paſs'd,) 
And warn'd em not the Fretful to deride, 

But love each other dear, whatever them betide. 


XII. 


Right well ſhe knew each Temper to deſcry, 
To thwart the Proud, and the Subms to raiſe : 
Some with vile Copper Prize exalt on high, 
And ſome entice with Pittance ſmall of Praiſe - 
And 


r 


* Deareſt, 
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And other Sorts with baleful Spriggs affrays. 

Ev'n abſent She the Reins of Pow'r doth hold, 
While with quaint Arts the giddy Crowd ſhe ſways, 
Forewarn'd, if little Bird their Tricks behold, 
"Twill whiſper in her Ear, and all the Scene unfold. 


XIII. 


Lo ! now with State ſhe utters the Command ! 
Eftſoons the Urchins to their Taſts repair: 
Their Books of Stature ſmall take they in Hand, 


Which with pellucid Horn ſecured are; 


To fave from Finger wet the Letters fair: 

The Work ſo quaint that on their Backs is ſeen, 

St. George's high Atchievements does declare: 

On which thilk Might that has y-gazing been, 
Kens the forth-coming Rod, unpleaſing Sight, I 


ween. 


xIV, 
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XIV. 


* Oruthful Scene ! Ad from a Nook cad 


His little Ser does his Perils ſee : 
All playful as ſhe fate, ſhe grows demure, 


She finds, with his, her wonted Spirits flee ; 
She meditates a Prayer to ſet him free: 
Nor gentle Pardon cou'd the Dame deny 


(If gentle Pardon cou'd with Dames agree) 


To her fad Grzef, which ſwells in either Eye, 


And wrings her 1 that all for 155 ſhe cou d die. 


XV. 


* tum vero exterritus, amens, 
Conclamat Niſus : nec ſe celare tenebris 

Amplius, aut tantum potuit perferre dolorem : 
Me, me : adſum, qui feci : in me convertite ferrum; 
O! Rutuli, mea fraus omnis : nihil ifte, nec auſus, 
Nec potuit : cœlum hoc & conſcia ſidera teſtor :; | 
Tantum infelicem nimium dilexit amicum. 
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XV. 
Nor longer cou'd ſhe now her Shrieks command, 
Which ſoon diſclos'd the Place of her Retire : 
And forth ſhe ruſh'd, and with preſumptuous Hand 
Arreſts the Rod; ſo Friendſhip does inſpire — 
On me, ſhe cries, on me convert your Ire: 
Him ſpare, for He no greater Crime did know, 
Than fond Compliance with my vain Defire —— 
Whimp' ring ſhe ſighs, the Tears begin to flow, 
And give a Looſe at laſt to unavailing Moe. 


XVI. 


But ah! what Pen his woeful Pligbt can trace, 
Or what Device his loud Laments explain! 
The Form uncouth of his diſguiſed Face! 
The pallid Hue that dyes his Looks amain ! 
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The plenteous Show'r that does his Cheek diſtain | 
When he in abject wiſe implores the Dame, 

Ne hopeth ought of ſweet Reprieve to gain; 

Or when from high ſhe levels well her Aim, 
And thro' the Thatch his Cres each falling Stroke 


proclaim, 


XVII. 


The other Tribe, aghaſt, with fore Diſmay, 
Attend, and conn their 7. aſks with mickle Care: 
Buy turns, aſtony d, ev'rich 7 wig ſurvey, 
And from their Fellow's uncouth Wounds beware; 
Knowing, I wiſt, how each the ſame may ſhare I 
"Till Fear has taught em a Performance meet, 
And to the well-known Che the Dame repair, 
Whence oft with ſugar' d Cates ſhe doth them greet, 
And Gingerbread y-rare, now, certes, doubly ſweet. 


XVIII. 
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XVIII. 
See! to their Seats all hie with merry Glee, 
And in befeemly Order ſitten there! 
All, but the Fight of Bum y-galled, he 
Abhors both Bench, and Stool, and Form, and 
| _ Charr. 
(This Hand in Mouth y-fix d, that rends his Hazr :) 


And eke with Subs profound, and heaving Breaft, 


Convulſions intermitting ! does declare 


His grievous Wrong, his Dame's unjuſt Bebel, 


And ſcorns her proffer d Love, and ſhuns to be ca- 


reſs'd. 
XIX. 


His Face Þ beſprent with liquid Cry/tal ſhines, 
His blooming Face, that ſeems a purple Flow'r®, 
Which low to Earth its drooping Head declines, 
There ſmear d, and ſully'd by a Summer's Show'r ; 


The 


Py 


+ Sprinkled. 
* Purpureus veluti cum flos ſucciſus aratro 
| Langueſcit moriens ; laſſove papavera collo 
Demiſere caput, pluvid cum forte gravantur. Vimo, 
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The piteous Slave of Eoluss Pow'r! 
All, all but He, the Author of it's Shame, 
All, all but He, regret it's ruthful Stour C: 


Yet hence the Youth, and hence the Plow'r ſhall 


claim, 


If fo I deem aright, tranſcending Warth and Fame. 


XX. 


Behind ſome Door in melancholy Thought, 
Mindleſs of Food, he, dreary Cai 27 pines ; 


Ne for his Fellow's Joyaunce careth ought, 


But to the Winds all Merriment reſigns; 
And deems it Shame if he to Peace inclines : 


And many a ſullen Look * aſkaunce is ſent, | 
Which for his Dame's Annoyance he deſigns : 

And ſtill the more to pleaſure him ſhe's bent, 

The more doth he, perverſe, her Havicur paſt re- 
: ſent. 


XXI. 


23 
— — — 
x 


$ Stour, Aſſault — * Aſide, 
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XXI. 


Ah me! how much I fear leſt Pride it be! 

But if that Pride it be, which thus inſpires, 
Beware, ye Dames, with nice Diſcernment ſee 

Le quench not too the Sparks of nobler Fires 

Ah ! better far than all the Muſe's Lyres, 
Than-Coward Art, is Valour's gen'rous Heat; 
The firm, fix'd Breaft, which fit and right requires, 
Like Vernon's Patriot-Soul, more nobly great 
bu | han Craft, that pimps for II, or flow'ry falſe De- 


ceit. 
XXII. 


Soft fleep the Duft of her deſerving Shad 

Whoſe early Care, Ar le, attemper'd thee ! 
And knew what Mind muſt give his Britons Aid, 
And knew what Breaſt, preſerve a Nation free, 
Thankleſs, 
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Thankleſs, to her no Veatues to decree ! 

So long as Parties in thy Praiſe unite, 

So long as Myſes in thy Frame agree, 

Soft fleep her Duft ; her Soul has took its Flight 
Whither the 8 ouls do fly of thoſe that act aright. 


XXIII. 


Yet ſprung from Birch, what dazzling Fruits appear ! 

® Ev'n now ſagacious Foreſight points to ſhew 

A little Bench of heedleſs Biſhops here, 

And there a Chancellor in Embryo ; 

Or Bard, fublime, ( if Bard may e'er be ſo,) 

As Milton, Shakeſpear ; Names that ne'er ſhall die! 
Tho' now he crawl all on the Ground ſo low, = 

Nor weeting how the Muſe ſhou'd ſoar on high, 
* poor — E if ! his Paper-Kite may fly. 

„ 


CY 
*  convalle virenti | 
*  Incluſas animas, * ad lumen ituras, 
Luſtrabat. 
| VIRG, 


© as 
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XXIV. 


And ſome there be, (ah, Pity ſome there be!) 
Brimful of Jeff; and Merriment, and Play, 
Each one as briſk, as promiſing, to ſee; 

As he ſhall note who ſeeks a Summer's Day, 
Yet muſt in Wiſdom's Mazes loſe their Way ! 

| Deſpiſing Books (ah; who wou'd Books deſpiſe!) 5 
Till Folly lead them countleſs Leagues aſtray: = 
And many a one, mature, all heedleſs tries 

To leap a ſix-barr'd Gate, and tumbles down, and 


dies. 


XXV. 


But ſee, the Hour of Pleaſaunce draweth near; 
And forth they uſher deborinair and gay, 
And, ſtanding on the Green, with jocund Teer, 
Salute the Stranger paſſing on his Way: 
— Some 


* 
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Some builden fragile Tenements of Clay: 

Some to the ſtanding Lake their Courſes bend, 

With Pebbles ſmooth at Duck and Drake to play; 

Thilk to the Huxter's ſav'ry Cottage tend, 

In Paſtry King's and Queens th'allotted Mite to 
ſpend. | 


XXVI. 


Here, as each Seaſon yields a diff rent Store, 

Each Seaſon's Stores in order ranged been; 
Apples, with Cabbage-net y-cover'd o'er, 
Galling full fore th'unmoney'd Vigbt, are ſeen; 
And Gooſe-b'rie clad in Liv'ry red and green ; 

And here, of lovely Dye, the Cath'rine Pear, 
Fine Pear / as lovely for thy Juice, I ween; 

O may no Wight cer pennyleſs come there, 

Leſt ſmit with ardent Love he pine with hopeleſs 


Care 


XXVII. 
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XXVII. 


See Cherries here, e'er Cherries yet abound, 
With Thread fo white in luſcious Bundles ty'd, 

_ Scattring, like blooming Maid, their Glances round, 
* With pamper'd Looks draw little Eyes aſide ! 
Theſe muſt be bought, tho' Penury betide : 

The Plumb all azure, and the Nut all brown, 

The purple Grape, and here thoſe Cakes are ſpy'd 
Whoſe honour'd Name, th'inventive City own, 
Rend'ring thro' Britain's Iſle Salopia's Praiſes 


known * 


D d 3 XXVIII. 


* 


— ingentes culo retorto. 
Spectab acervcs. | 


+ Shrewſbury-Cakes. - 
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XXVIII. 


Admir'd Salapia! that with venial Pride 
Views her fair Form in Severn's lucid Wave ; 
| Fam'd for a Race of Sons in Battle try'd, 
Their Minds as loyal, as their Breaſts were brave; 
Ah, midſt the reſt, may Flowrets grace his Grave, 
Whoſe Art did firſt theſe dulcet Cates diſplay ; 
A Motive fair to Learning's Imps he gave, 

Who cheerleſs o'r her darkling Region ſtray, | 
Till Reaſer's Morn ariſe, and light them on their 
| Way. 


. | The 
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Te COUNTRY PARSON, 


Ta Imitatim of SPENCER. 


I 


ETWEEN the ſmooth Deſcent of yonder Hills, 
Deep in the 2 ale, with tufted Trees beſet, 
Whoſe antique Roots are wath'd with brawling Rille, 
Whoſe leafy Arms the Summer's Rage defeat, 
There lies a Country Parſon's cool Retreat 
View well the filent Shade with ſober Eye, 


And wonder at the Courtier's ſwollen Luxury. 


406 The Por TIcar MisCELLANY. 


II. 


See too his Garden Pale, where, cloſe ally d 

A decent Church, th' adjacent Glebe, commands 

| Whoſe Szeeple's ſtock'd with Bell, the Country's Pride 
Whoſe Beams are wreath d about with Virgin Bands, 
Move on the Bridal Day by Virgin Hands; 

The Surplice clean, and Chancel newly whited, : 
That with the good Man's Neatneſs all muſt be de- 

hghted, 


III. 


His Honſe ſtands near, this Church's younger Brother, 
Whoſe Furniture ſhews houſewifely and neat; 
A little Garden runs from One to Pother, 

Stately in Uſe — excluding uſeleſs State : 

In which a N ew Tree ſtands, of ancient Date; 

And near it Reſemary climbs up the V alls, 


| Or elſe imper fect were the Rites of Funerals. | 
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IV. 


Him liveth near, in gentle Neigbbourbood; 


An heartſome Friend, replete with bounteous Love z 


Whoſe gen'rous Wine lon g time hath corked ſtood, 

Not to avoid the Taſte, but to improve: 

With Him the good Man's Moments ſoftly move. 

Nor yet compleat ; if I ſhou'd leave untold, 

The Dame who, oft, his Joys ſweet Partnerſhip doth 
Hold. | 


1 


Eight Years hath Heav'n poſſeſs d them of a Boy, 
Who loves a Siſter, younger by a Near ; 
Whoſe ſimple Innocence, with filent Joy | 
They view — and ſinile upon the prattling Pair — 
Who two ſweet Roſes on one Stock appear: | 

Then think upon Themſelves, once fair and young, 
Before ſoft Cupid's golden Bou became unſtrung. 
Dd 4 VI, 
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VI. 


| Each Sun aides freſh with new "I" 

And lads them on a Courſe of pure Delight, 

With equal Foy their Summer's Day is ſpent, 

And o'er a chearful Fire, their Winter's Night. 

Such are their Joys who lead their Lives aright ; 

Tho” Seaſons change, no Senſe of Change they know, 
But, with an equal Eye, view all Things here below. 


vn. 


When th am rous Earth is uod with ſmiling. 
Weather f | 

To wear the verdant Mantle of the r 

Forth goes the little Family together, 

To view the IWood, and hear its Natives ſing; 

The Flow'rs ſweet Odeurs to their Senſes bring; ; 

The World appears in Bloſſom, far and near, 


J oyful They view the ** From of the Near. 
VII L 
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VII. | 
Summer beholds the Good Man near his Bride, 


In ſweet Contentment, ſmoking in his Chair; 

He ſpies the Fhels pibbling the Mountain's Side, 

And ev'ry Tenth he reckons to his Share * 

Now to the Hay-Field walk the happy Pair, 

And with ſuch K:ngneſs greet the Country Folk, 
The Parſon's Buſh is plac'd upon the bigge/t Cock. 


The promis'd Fruit now fills the teeming Soil, 


And certain Plenty all his Fears relieves, 
The Peach He planted pays his honeſt Toil, 


The Farmer brings him home his yellow Sheaves. = 


L 
| 
4 
f 
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; 
$3 
' 


And his ſtuff d Barn the willing Tax receives: 
His Servants to his cluſter'd Orchards hye, 
To lay in liquid Stores for future Follity. 
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X. - 
When Icy Bands the ſtiffen'd Wave enfold, 
He in his Houſe is ſtill contented found, 
Chaſing with chearful Blaze the chilly Cold; 
All Winter Thoughts in circling Cups are drown'd, 
And no I, Nature ſends the Laugh around : 
Or in his Study pent, thinks what to ſay, 
May touch — but not offend the Squire next Sabbath 
Day. | £ 


XI. 
Thus ſtill in Age the ſame, he journeys on, 
Till envious Fate o'ertakes him on the Road; 
For the calm Plegſures of the Holy Man 
Claim not the Madneſs of a youthful Blood: 
For many Winters thus ſerenely ſtood, 
Strong in its ſmooth Decline, the fturdy Oak, 
Till came from Heav'n th'unfear'd and unreſiſted 
Stroke. 
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